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ADVERTISEMENT. 

PoETRT needs no Preface : if it do noi 

speak for itself, no comment can render it ex- 

plicit« I have only therefore to State, that 

The ImprotUatrice is an attempt to ülustrate 

that species of Inspiration common in Italy, 

where the mind is warmed from earliest child- 

hood by all tht^ ^i^;^ baantilul - in J^ntare and 

glorious in ArtJ '^ The'^cteuracter jäepic^ei is 

entirely Italian, . . .jf^yo^^is^ -fetale with all 

the loveliness, vivid' feelin^'atrd gedius of her 

own impassioned lan^ % £hQ%b ::s0pposed to 

relate her own history ; with which are inter- 

mixed the tales and episodes which various 

cürcumstances call forth. 
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THE IMPROVISATRICE. 



I AM a dai^hter of that land, 

Where fhe poet's lip and the painter's band 

Are most divine,— ?where earth and sky 

Are pictnre both and poetry — 

I am of Florence. ^Mid the chill 

Of hope and feeling, oh ! I still 

Am proud to think to where<I owe 

My birth, though but the dawn of woe ! 

My childhood passed 'mid radiant things, 
Glorious as Hope's imaginings ; 
Statues but known from shapes of the earth, 
By being too lovely for mortal birth ; 
Paintings whose colours of Itfe were caught 
From the fairy tints in the rainbow wrought ; 

a2 



6 TBE IMPROVISATRICK. 

Music whose sighs had a spell like those 
That float on the sea at the evening's close ; 
Jjanguage so silveiy, tbat every word 
Was like the lute's awakening chord ; 
Skies half sunshine, and half starlight ; 
Flowers whose lives were a breath of delight ; 
Leaves whose green pomp knew no withering ; 
Fountains bright as the skies of our spring ; 
And songs whose wild and passionate line 
Suited a soul of romance like mine. 

My power was bot a womsn's power ; 
Yet, in that gteal mid gloriout dower 
Which Genitts gtves, 1 bad my part : 
I poured my fall aad buming he«rt 
In song, and on the eanvass madk 

My dreams öf beauty vislble 9 
I know not whieh I loved the inosl^ 

Pencil or lace, both ieived so well« 

Ohy yet my pulM throbs to recaU, 
When first upon the gallery's wall 
Pictore of mfaie was placed, to shore 
Wonder and praise from dach one there ! 
Sad were my shades; methiBki they had 

Afanosi a tone of propheoy-^ 
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I ever faad, from edrüest youibf 
A feeling what my fate would be. 

M y first was of a gergeoas iudl, 
Lighted up for feslival ; 
Braided tresses, and cheeks.of bloom, 
Diamond agraff^and foam-white phime ; 
Censers of loaes, vases of light^ 
Like what the moon sheds on a sommar night. 
Youths and raaidmis wiüi linked hanös^ 
Joined in the graceful sarabands, 
Smiled on the caava» ; bot apart 

Was one who ieaot in silcnt ««»od 
As reveliy to liit sick heart 

Were wortethaftveriesi sditude. 
Pale, dark*eyedy beautifiil^ and yonng. 

Such as he had shoiie o'er my slamben, 
When I had only depl te dreutk 

Over again bis magic numbers. 

Divinest Petrarch ! he whose lyre, 
Like morning light, haif dew, half fire, 
To Laura and to love was Yowed— 
He looked on one, who with the crowd 
Mingled, bot mixed not ; on whose cheek 

There was a Uosh, as if she knew 



8 THE IlfP|U>VI8ATRICS. 

Whose look was fixed on her's. Her eye^ 

Of a spring-sky's delicious blue, 
Had not the langoage of that bloom. 
Bot mingling tears^ and ligfat^ and glooni| 
Was raised abstractedly to Heaven : — 
No sign was to her lover given. 
I painted her with golden tresses. 
Such as float on the wind's caresses 
When the labümums wildly fling 
Their sunny blossoms to the spring, 
A cheek which had the crimson hae 
Upon the sun-touched nectarine ; 
A lip of perfume and of dew ; 

A brow like twilight's darkened Une. 
I strove to catch each charm that long 
Has livedy— -thanks to her lover's song ! 
Each grace he numbered one by one^ 
That shone in her of Avignon. 

I ever thought that poet's fate 
Utterly lone and desolate. 
It is the spirit's bitterest pain 
To love, to be beloved again ; 
And yet between a gulf which ever 
The hearts that bum to meet must sever. 
And he was vowed to one sweet star^ 
Bright yet to him, but bright afar. 
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(Ver 8ome, Lote's sliadow anay but pen 
As passei the bretdMtinn o'er glass; 
And pleasures, tares, and pride. combined, 
Fill up the blank Loye leares behind. 
But there are some wfaose loye is high, 
Enttre^ and sole idolatry ; 
Whoy turning from a heartless world, 

Ask some dear thing which may renew 
Affection's setered links, and be 

As true as Üiey themselTes are tnie. 
But Love's bright fiwtit is never pure ; 
And all bis pilgrims must endure 
All passton's mighty suffering 
^Ere they may reach the blessed spring. 
And some who waste their lires to find 

A prize which they may never win : 
Like those who search for Irem's groves, 

Which found, they may not enter in. 
Where is the sorrow but appeara 
In Love's long catalogue of tears ? 
And some there are who leave the path 

In agony aiid fieroe dradain ; 
But bear upon each cankered breast 

The scar that never heals again. 
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My next wasof a miDstrel too, 
Who proved what woman's hand might do, 
When, true to the heart pulae^ it woke 

The harp. Her head was bending down, 
As if in weariness, and near, 

But unworn, was a laurel crown. 
She was not beautiful, if bloom 
And smiles form beauty ; for, like deatfa. 
Her brow was ghastly ; and her lip 
Was parched, as fever were its breath. 
There was a shade upon her dark, 
Large, floating eyes, as if each spark 
Of minstrel ecstacy was fled, 
Yet, leaving them no tears to shed ; 
Fixed in their hopelessness of care, 
And reckless in their great despair. 
She sat beneath a cypress tree, 

A little fountain ran beside, 
And, in the distance, one dark rock 

Threw its long shadow o'er the tide ; 
And to the west, where the nightfall 
Was darkening day's gemm'd coronal, 
Its white shaAs crirosoning in the sky, 
Arose the sun-god's sanctuary. 
I deemed, that of lyre, life, and love 

She was a long, last farewell taking ; — 
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That, from her pale and parched Ups, 
Her latesti wildest song was breakiog. 

SAPPHO'S 80N0. 

Fabbwsll, my lute!— and would that I 
Had never waked thy bimiing chords l 

Poison has been upon thy aigh) 
And fever has breathed in thy words. 

Tet whereforey wherefore should I blame 
Thy power y thy spell, my gentlqpt lute ? 

I should have been the wretch I am, 

Had every chord of thine been mute. 

II was my evil star above, 

Not my sweet lute^ that wrought me wrong ; 
It was not song that taught me love, 
But it was love that taught me song. 

If song be past, and hope undone^ 

And pulse, and head, and heart, are flame ; 
It 18 thy work, thou faithless one ! 

Bat, no !— I will not name thy name ! 

Sun-god, lute, wreath, are vowed to thee f 
Long be tbeir light upon my grave— 
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My glorioua grave— jön deep bhie sea : 
I shallsleep calm beneath its wave ! 



Jloeence ! with what idolatry 

Fve lingered in tbj radiant baUs, 
Worsbi^ing, tiH my ih»y eye 

Grew dim witb gtäoiiig oü tbose waüs, 
Wbere f liKd ba4 sfiai^ eav^b gbMriot» gift 
By Genius unto Memory left ! 
And wben seen by tbe pale inöoöllgbt, 
More pure, more perfbet, tbougb less bvight, 
Wbat dreams of song flasbed on my brain, 
Till eacb sbade seemed to live again ; ' 
And tben tbe beautiful, tbe grand, 
Tbe glorious of my native land, 
In every flower tbat tbrew its veil 
Aside, wben wooed by tbe spring gale ; 
In every vineyard, wbere tbe siin, 
His task of summer ripening dooe^ 
Sbone on theircli^sters, anda song 
Game ligbtly from tbe pe^sant tbrong ;— • 
In tbe ^m loveliness of nigbt, 
In fountuns witb tbeir diamond ligbt, 
In aged l^mpfe» juined sbrio^, 
And iu gre^ wrfsktb pf ii/y twm >^, 
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In every change of earth and aky, 
Breathed the deep soul of poesy. 

As yet I loved not ; — but each wild, 
High thought I nouiished raised a pyre 
For love to light ; and ligfaHed once 
By love, it wotild be like the fire 
The burning lava floods that dwell 
In Etna's cave unquenchable. 

One evening in the lovely June, 

Over the Aroo's waters gliding, 
I had been watching the fair moon 

Amid her court of white clouds riding ; — 
I had been listening to the gale, 

Which wafled music from around, 
(For scarce a lover, at that hour, 

But waked his mandolin'^ light sound), — 
And odour was upon the breeze, 
Sweet thefts from rose and lemon trees. 

They stole me from my lülting dream, 
And Said they knew that such an hour 

Had ever inflUence qn my soul,, 
And raised my sweetest minstrel power. 

I took my lyte, — my eye had been , 

Wandering round' the lovely scene, 

B 
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Filled with those mdancholy teara, 
Wfaich come when all most bright appears. 
And hold their stränge and secret power, 
Even on pleasure's golden hour. 
I had been looking on the river, 
Half-marvelling to think that ever 
Wind, wave, or sky, could darken wbere 
All seemed so genile and so fair : 
And mingled with these thoughts there came 

A tale, just one that Memory keeps — 
Forgotten music, tili some chance 

Vibrate the chord whereon it sleeps ! 

A MOORISH ROMANCB. 

SoFTLT through the pomegranate groves 
Came the gentle song of the doves ; 
Shone the fruit in the evening light, 
Like Indian rubies, blood-red and bright ; 
Shook the date-trees each tufted head, 
As the passing wind their green-nuts shed ; 
Andy like dark columns, amid the sky 
The giant palms ascended on high $ 
And the mosque's gilded minaret 
Glistened and glanced as the daylight set 
Over the town a crimson haze 
Oathered aad bung of the evening's rays ; 
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And far beyoiid, lik^ mdten gold, 

The burning sands of the desert rolled. 

Far to the left, the sky and sea 

JMingled their gray immeiuity ; 

And with flapping sail and idle prow 

The vessels threw their shades below. 

Far down the beach, where a cypreas grove 

Casts its shade round a little cove. 

Darkling and green, with just a space 

For the stars to shine on the water's face, 

A small hark lay, waiting for night 

And its breeze to waft and hide its flight 

Sweet is the burthen and iovely the freight, 

For which those furled-up sails await, 

To a garden, fair as those 

Where the glory of the rose 

Blushesy charmed from the decay 

That wastes otfaer blooms away : 

Gardens of the fany tale 

Toldy tili the wood-fire grows pale, 

By the Arab trtbes, when night, 

With its dim and Iovely ligfat, 

And its silence, suiteth well 

With the magic tales they teil. 

Through that cypress avenue, 

Such a garden meets the view. 
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Filled witfa flowers— *flowers that seem 
Ligbted ap by the siuibeam ; 
Fruits of gold and gems^ andleaves 
Green as Hope before it grieves 
O'er the false and broken-heartedy 
All with whfch its youth has parted, 
Never to return again, 
Save in memories oi pain ! 

There is a white rose in yon bower, 
But holds it a yet fairer flower : 
And milsic from that cage is breathingy 
Round whicb a Jasmine braid is wreatbiog^ 
A low song from a looely dove^ 
A song such exiies sing and love, 
Breatbing of fresh fields, summer skies — 
Now to be breathed of but in sigbs ! 
But fairer smile and sweeter sigh 
Are near when Leila's step is nigh ! 
With eyes diurk as the midnigfat titne^ 
Yet lighted like a summer clime 
With sun-rays from within ; yet now 
Lingers a cloud upon that hrow, — 
Though never lovelier brow was given 
To Houri of an Eastern heaven ! 
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Her eye is dwelling on that bower^ 
As every leaf and every flower 
Were being numbered in her heart ;-^ 

There are nb looks like tfaose which dwell- 
On long-remembered things, which soon 

Must take our first and last farewell ! 

Day fades apace : another day, 
That maiden will be far away, 
A Wanderer o'er the dark-blue sea. 
And bound for lovely Italy, 
Her mother's land ! Hence on her breast 
The cross beneath a Moorish vest; 
And hence those sweetest sounds, that seen 
Like nrasic murmuring in a dream, 
When in our sleeping ear is ringing 
The song the nightingale is singing ; 
When by that white and funeral stone, 

Hall^hidden by the cypress gloom, 
The hymn the mother taught her child 

Is sung each eveningat her tomb. 
But quick the twilight time has past, 
Like one of those sweet calms that last 
A moment and no more, to cheer 
The turmoil of our pathway bere. 



b2 
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The barK is waiting in the bay. 
Night darkens round :-^Li:ila^ aWay ! 
Far, ere to-morrow, o'er the tide, 
Qr wait and be— Abdallahs bride ! 

She touched her lute— never again 
Her ear will listen to its strain ! 
She took her cage, first kissed the breast— 

Then freed the white dove prisoned there : 
It paused one moment on her band, 

Then spread its glad wings to the air. 
She drank the breath, as it were health, 

That sighed from every scented blossem ; 
And, taking from each one a leaf, 

Hid them^ like spells, npon her bosom. 
Then sougbt the secret path again 

She once before had traced^ wheb lay 
A Christian in her father's chain ; 

And gave him gold, and taaght the way 
To fly. She thonght upon the night, 
When, like an angel of the light, 
She stood before the piisoner's sight. 
And led him to the cypress grove, 
And showed the hark and hidden cove ; 
And bade the wandering captive flee, 
In words he knew from infancy ! 
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And then she thought how for her love 

He had braved slavery and death, 
That he might only breäthe the air 

Made sweet aod sacred by her breatb* 
She reached the grove of cypresses^— - 

Another step is by her side : 
Another moment, aod the bark 

Bears the fair Moor across the tide ! 

'Twas beautiful, by the pale moonlight, 
To mark her eyes, — now dark, now bright, 
As now they met, now shrank away, 
From the gase that watched and worahipped 

tbeir day. 
They stood on the deck, and the midnight gale 
Jost waved the maiden's silver Teil— 
Just lifted a curl as if to show 
The cheek of rose that was buroing below : 
And never ^ead a sky of blue 
More dear for the stars to wander through ! 
And never could their mifrorlDe 
A calmer or a lovelier sea ! 
For eyery wave was a diamo&d gleam : 
And that ligbt vessel well might seem 
A fairy ship, and that graceful pair 
TouDg Oenii, who^ home was of Ijght and air l 
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Another evening came, but dark ; 
The storm clouds hovered round the bark 
Of misery : — they just couid see 
The distatit shore of Italy, 
As the dim moon through vapours shone — 
A few short rays, her light was goiie. 
O'er head a suUen scream was hesu'd, 
As sought the land the white sea-bird, 
Her pale wings like a lueteor Streaming, 
lipon the waves a light is gleaming — 
ni-omened brightTiess, sent by Death 
To light the night-black depths beneath. 
The vessel rolled amid the surge ; 
The winds howled round it, like a dirge 
Sung by some savage race. Then camo 
The rush of thunder and of flame : 
It showed two, forms upon the deck, — 
One clasped around the other's neck, 
As there she could not dream of fear — 
In her lover's arms could danger be near ? 
He stood and watched her with the eye 
Of fixed and silent agony. 
The waves swept on : he feit her heart 

Beat close and closer yet to bis ! 
They hurst upon the ship !•— the sea 
Has closed upon their dream of bliss ! 
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Surely their's is a pfeaMPt deep^ 

Beneath that aaoent cedar tree^ 
Whose solitaiy stem has stood 

For yean alone beside the sea ! 
The last of a most noble race, 
That once had thero their dwdliog-filacey 
Long past away ! Berieath its shade, 
A soft green couch the turf had made :— - 
And glad the morning sun is shining 
On those beneath the boughs redinii^. 
Nearer the fisher drew. He saw 

The dark hair of the Moorish maid| 
Like a veil, floating o'er the breast, 

Where tenderly her head was laid ;-^ 
And yet her hnrer's arm was {^aced 
Cla^ing around the graceful waist ! 
But then he marked the youth's black caris 

Were dnpping wet with foam aad blood ; 
And that the maiden's tresses dark 

Were heavy with the briny flood ! 
Woe for the wind ! — ^woe for the wave ! 
They sleep the slumber of the grave ! 
They buried them beneath that tree ; 

It long had been a sacred spot. 
Soon it was planted round with flowers 

By many who had not forgot ; 
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Or yet lived ia those dreams of tnitb, 

The Eden bifds of early youth, 

Tbat make the loreliness of love : 

And called the place ^ The Maidbn's Covk," — 

That she who perished in the sea 

Might tlius be kept in memory. 



Fbom many a lip came gounds of praiw, 

Like music from sweet voices ringing ; 
For many a boat had gathered round, 

To list the seng I had been singing. 
There are some moments in our ikte 

That stamp the colour of our dap ; 
As, tili then, life had not been feit, — 

And mine was sealed in the slight gaze 
Which fixed my eye, and fired my brain, 
And bowed my heart beneath the chain. 
n^was a dark and flashing eye, 
Shadows, too, that tenderly, 
With almost female softness, came 
O^er its mingled gloom and flame. 
His cheek was pale ; or toil, or care, 
Or midnight study, had been there, 
Making its young colours dull, 
Yet leaving it most beautifiil* 
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Rayen curis their riiadow threwy 
Like the twüight's darkening hue, 
O'er the pure and mountain snow 
Of bis higfa and hau^^ty bro w ; 
Ligbted by a smile, whose spell 
Words are powerless to teil. 
Such a lip i—oh, poured from tbence 
Lava floods of eloquence 
Would corae with fiery energy, 
Like those words that cannot die. 
Words the Grecian warrior spoke 
When the Persian's chain he broke ; 
Or that low and honey tone, 
Making woman's heart bis own ; 
Such as sbould be beard at night, 
In the dim and sweet starlight ; 
Sounds that haunt a beauty's sleep, 
Treasures for her heart to keep. 
Like the pine of summer tall ; 
Apollo, on bis pedestal 
In our own gallery, never bent 
More graceful, more mi^ificent; 
Ne'er look'd the hero, or the king, 

More nobly Ümn the youth who now, 
As if soul-centred in my song, 

Was leaning on a galley's prow. 
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He spoke not wbeii tbe otbers spoke, 

His heart was all too fntt for praäse ; 
But hb dark eyes kept fixed oa muMty 

Which sank beneatb th«ir Imnitiig gaze. 
Mine sank— but yet I feto tbe thriU 
Oftbat look burning on me still. 
I beard no word that otbers said— 

Heard nothing, save oiie low4)reatbed sigh. 
My band kept wandering on my tute, 

In music, but unconsciously : 
M y pulses tbrobbed, my heart beat bigfa, 
A flusb of dizzy ecstacy 

Crimsoned my cbedc ; I feit warm tears 
Dimming my sigfat, yet was it sweet, 
My wild beart's most bewildering beat, 

Conciousness, witbout bopes or fears, 
Of a new power witbin me waking, 
Like light before tbe mom's füll breaking. 
Lieft tbe boat— tbe crowd: my moodi 
Made my soul pant for solitude. 

Amid my palace balls was oae, 
' Tbe most peculiarly my own : 
Tbe roof was blue and fretted gpld, 
Tbe floor was of tbe Parian stanc^ 
Sbining like snow, as oidy meet 
For tbe ligbt tread of fairy feet ; 
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And in the midst, beneath a ahade 

Of clustered rose, a fountain played, 

Sprinkling its scented waters round, 

With a sweet and lulling sound, — 

O'er oranges, like Eastem gold, 

Half hidden by the dark green fold 

Of their large leaves ; — o'er hyacinth beUs, 

Where every summer odoor dwells. 

And, nestled in the midst, a pair 

Of white wood-doves, whöse home was tfaere : 

And, like an echo to their song, 

At times a murmur past along ; 

A dying tone, a plabing fall, 

So sad,fp wüd, so musical — 

As the wind'swept across the wire, 

And waked my lone ^olian lyre, 

Which lay upon the casement, where 

The lattice wooed the cold night air, 

Half hidden by a bridal twine 

Of jal^^line with the emerald vine. 

And ever as the curtains made 

A varying light, a changeful shade, 

As thö breeze waved them to and fro, 

Game on the eye the glorious show 

Of pictured walls, where landscape wild 

Of wood, and stream, and mountain piled, 
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Or sunny vale, or twilight grove, 

Or shapes whose every look was love ; 

Saints, whose diviner gknce seemed caiigbt 

From Heaven, — some, whose eartfalier thougbt 

Was yet more lovely, — ^shone like gleams 

Of Beauty's spirit seen in dreams. 

I threw me on a couch to rest, 

Loosely I flung my long black hair ; 
It seemed to soothe my troubled breast 

To drink the quiet evening air. 
I looked upon the deep-blue sky, 
And it was all hope and harmony. 
Afar I could see the Arno's stream 
Glorying in the clear moonbeam ; 
And the shadowy city met my gaze, 
Like the dim memory of other days ; 
And the distant wood's black coronal 
Was like oblivion, that covereth all. 
I know not wby my soul feit sad ; 

I touched my lute, — it would not waken. 
Save to old songs of sorrbwing — 

Of hope betrayed— of hearts forsaken : 
Each lay of lighter feeling slept, 
I sang, but as I sang, I wept. 
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THE CHARMED CUP. 



Akd fondly round his neck she clung ; 
Her long black tresses round him flung,*- 
Love-ckains, which would not let him part ; 
And he could feel her beating heart, 
The pulses of her small white hand, 
The tears she could no more command, 
The lip which trembled, though near his^ 
The sigh that mingied with her kiss ;— 
Yet parted he from that embrace^ 
He cast one glance upon her face : 
His very soul feit sick to see 
Its look of utter misery ; 
Yet turned he not : one moment's grief, 
One pang, like lightnlng^ fierce and brief, 
One thought^ half pity, half renaorse, 
Passed o'er him. On he urged his horse ; 
Hill) ford) and vaUey spurred he by^ 
And when bis castle-gate was nigh^ 
White foam was on his 'broidered rein^ 
And each spur had a blood-red stain. 
But soon he entered that fair hall : 
His laugh was loudest tbere of all ; 
And the cup that wont one name to hless, 
Was drained for its forgetfulness. 
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The ring, once next hb heart, was broken ; 

llie gold chain kept another token. 

Where is the curl he used to wear — 

The raven tress of silken hair ? 

The winds have scattered it. A braid^ 

Of the first spring day's golden shade, 

Waves with the dark plumes on his crest. 

Fresh colours are upon his breast : 

The slight blue scarf, of simplest fold^ 

Is changed for one of woven gold. 

And he is by a maiden's side, 

Whose gems of price, and robes of pride, 

Would suit the daughter of a king ; 

And diamonds are glistening 

Upon her arm. There's not one curl 

Unfastened by a loop of pearl. 

And he is whispering in her ear 

Soft words that ladies love to hear. 

Alas ! — the tale is quickly told — 
His love hath feit the curse of gold ! 
And he is bartering his heart 
For that in which it hath no part. 
There's many an ill that clings to love ; 
But this is one all eise above ; — 
For love to bow before the name 
Of this world's treasure : shame ! oh, shame f 
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Love, be thy wings as light as those 
That waft the zepfayr from the rose,-— 
This may be pardoned— «omethmg nie 
In ioveliness has been thy snare ! 
But howy fair Love, canst thou become 
A thiiig of mines— -a sordid gnome ? 

And she wbom Julian left — she stood 
A cold white statue ; as the blood 
Had, when in vain her last wild prayer, 
Flown to her heart, and frozen there. 
Upon her temple, each dark vein 
Swelled in its agony of pain. 
Chili, heavy damps were on her brow ; 
Her arms were stretched at length, though now 
Their clasp was on the empty air : 
A funeral pall— her long black hair 
Fell over her ; herself the tomb 
Of her own youth, and breath, and bloom. 

Alas ! that man should ever win 
So sweet a shrine to shame and sin 
As wonian's heart ; — and deeper woe 
For her fond weakness, not to know 
That yielding all but breaka the chain 
That never reunites again ! 
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It was a churk aad tempest night— 
No pleasaBt moon^ no blest irtarlight ; 
But meteora glanchig o'^ lM wsy, 
Only to dazzle and belrajr. 
And who is sbe thät, 'mid the sfiorto^ 
Wraps her slight mantle round hcnr form ? 
Her hair is wet with rain and sleet. 
And blood is on her small snow feet.* 
She has been forced a way to make 
Through prickly weed and thorned brake, 
Up rousing from its coil the snake ; 
And stirring from their damp abode 
The slimy worm and loathsome toad * 
And shuddered as she heard 11.'^ gale 
Shriek like an erü spirit's wail; 
When followed, like a curse, the crask 
Of the pines in the lightning flash :— ^ 
A place of evil and of iJear — ^^ 
Oh ! what can Julian's love do here ? 

On^ on thö peie giii* w^nt At Mut 
The gloomy fdtest deptfe mte paä^ 
And she kav reach^ the wii^ard^s den^ 
Accursed by God and shvnäed by mea. 
And never had a hän- bäen lalid 
lipon a more unwholesome shaRk, 
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There grew dank eiders, üad lÜe jew 
Its thick sepulcfaral shadow tfarew; 
And btoöded liiert eatcb bird inibtrt fouf , 
The gloomy bat and sollen owl. 

But Ida entered in the cell, 
Where dwelt the wizard of the dell. 
Her heart lay dead, her life-blood froze 
To look upon the shape which rose 
To bar her entrance. On that face 
Was scarcely left a single trace 
Of human Ukeness : the parched skin 
Showed eacb discoloured bode withiA ; 
Andy but for the most evil stare 
Of the wild eyes' unearthly glare,* 
It was a corpse, you would have said, 
From which life's fireshness long had fled. 
Yet Ida knelther down and prayed 
To that dai^ soreerer fdr bis aid. 
He heard her prayer with' witheringldok ; 
Then from unholy herbs he took 
A drug, and said it Would recoter 
The lost heart of her faithless löver. 
She trembled as che tumed to see 
His demon sneer's müigtdty; 
And every step was winged'with dread, 
To hear the curse howled as she fled. 
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It IS tbe purple tvnlight hour. 

And Julian is in Ida's bower. 

He has brought gold, as gold coiüd bless 

His work of utter desolateness ! 

He has brought gems, as if Despair 

Had any pride in being fair ! 

But Ida only wept, and wreathed 

Her white arms round his neck ; then In^atbed 

Those passionate complaints that wring 

A woman's heart, yet never bring 

Redress. She calied upon each tree 

To witness her lone constancy ! 

She calied upon the silent boüghs, 

The temple of her Julian's vows 

Of happiness too dearly bought l 

Then wept again. At length she thought 

Upon the forest sorcerer's gift— 
The last, lone hope that love had left ! 
She took the cup, and kissed the brim, 
Mixed the dark spell, and gave it bim 
To pledge his once dear Ida's name ! 
He drank it. Instantly the flame 
Ran through his veins : one fiery throb 
Of bitter pain — one gasping sob 
Of agony — ^the cold death-sweat 
Is on his foce— his teeth are set-— 
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His bufsting eyes are glazed and still : 
The drug has done its work of ill. 
Alas ! for her who Watched each breath, 
The cup her love had mized bore— ^eath. 



LoBEMZO ! — wben nezt momiDg came, 
For the first time I heard tby name i 
LoRENZo ! — how each ear-pulse drank 

The more than music of that tone ; 
LoRENZO ! — how I sighed that name, 

As breathing it^ made it mine own l 

I songht the gallery : I was wobt 

To pass the noontide there, and trace 
Some statue's shape of loveliness — 

Some sainty some nymph, or muse^s face. 
There in my rapture I could throw 

My pencil and its hues aside, 
Andy as the vision past me, pour 

My Song of passion, joy, and pride. 
And he was there, — ^Lorenzo there i 

How soon the morning past away, 
With finding beauties in each thing 

Neither had seen before that day ! 
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Spirit of Love ! soon thy rose-plomes wear 
The weight and the sully of canker and care : 
Falsehood is round theo ; Hope leads thee on^ 
Till every hue from thy pinions is gone. 
But one hright moment is all thine own, 
The one ere thy visible presence is known; 
When, like the vnnd of the south, thy power, 
Sunning the heavens, sweetening the flower, 
Is feit, but not seen. Thou art sweet and calm 
As the sleep of a child, as the dew-fiadl of bahn. 
Fear has not darkened thee ; Hope has not made 
The blossoms expand, it but opens to fade. 
JSothing b known of those wearing fears 
Which will shadow the light of thy after years. 
Then art thou bliss : — but once throw by 
The veil which shrouds thy divinity $ 
Stand confessed^r— and thy quiet is fled I 
Wild flashes of rapture may come instead, 
But pain will be with them. What may restore 
The gentle happiness known before ? 

I owned not to myself I loved, — 
No Word of love Lorenzo breathed ; 

But I lived in a magic ring, 

Of every pleasant flower wreathed. 

A brighter blue was on the sky, 

A sweeter breath in music's sigh ; 
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The orange shrubs all seemed to bear 

Frah more rieb, and buds more fair. 

There was a glory on the noon, 

A beauty in the crescent moon, 

A lulling stillness in the night, 

A feeling in the pale starlight 

There was a charmed note on the wind, 

A spell in Poetry's deep störe— 
Heart-nttered words, passionate thoughts, 

Which I had never marked before. 
'Twas as my heart's füll happiness 
Poured over all its own excess. 

One night there was a gorgeous feast 

For maskers in Coumt Lbon's hall ; 
And all of gaUant, foir, aod young, 

Were bidden to the festival. 
I went, garbed as a Hindoo giri ; 

UpoB each arm an amulet, 
And by my side a little lute 

Of sandal-wood with gold beset. 
And shaU I own that I was proud 
To hear, amid the gazing crowd^ 
A murmor of delight, when first 

My mask and veil aside I threw ? 
For well my conscious cheek betrayed 

Whose eye was gaung on me too I 
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And never yet had prsise been dear, 
As on that evening, to mine ear. 
LoRENZo ! I was proud to be 
Worshipped and flattered but for thee ! 

THE HINDOO OIRL's SONO. 

Playful and wild as tbe fire-flies' light^ 
This moment bidden, the next moment brigbt, 
Like tbe foam on tbe dark-green sea, 
Is tbe spell tbat is laid on my lover by me. 
Were your sigb as sweet as tbe sumbal's sigh, 
Wben the wind of the evening is nigh ; 
Were your smile like that glorious light, 
Seen wben the stars gern the deep midnight ; 
Were that sigb and that smile for ever the same, 
They were shadows^ not fuel| to love's dulled 
flame. 

Love once formed an amulet, 
With pearls, and a rainbow, and rose-leaves set. 
The pearls were pure as pearls could be, 
And white as maiden purity ; 
Tbe rose had the beauty and breath of soul. 
And the rain-bow changes crowned the whole. 
Frown on your lover one little while, 
Dearer will be the light of your smile ; 
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Let your blush, laugb, and sigh ever mingle to- 

gether, 
Like the bloom, sun, and clouds of tbe sweet 

spring weather. 
Love never nlust sleep ia sectirity, 
Cr most calm and' cold' will hhs waking be» 



And as that ligbt straia died aws^ 
A^ain I)«we{it tbe brealliiag'striii^^ 

But now the notes I waked weresad 
As those the pining wood-dbve- sings^ 

THE INDIAN BRIDE. * 

Sbe haAll^^blod'berlamp and crownediit vnik 

flowers, 
ÜiB sweeteatlhat'breatbed of tha summer. 

hours. 
Red and'wbite.roaes linked in a bandy 
JJkfi a oiaiden's blosb 6r a maiden'sihand; 
Jasminesv--^some like «ilver . spiuy, 
Some like goldin the;niorn]Dg.ray; 
Fragrant stars, — and favourites they, 
When Tndian girls, on a festival-day, 
Braid theirdark tresses : andover allweaves 
The rosy bower of lotus leaves — 
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Canopy suiting the lamp-lighted bark, 
Love's own üowen, and Love's own ark. 

She watched the sky^ the sunset grew dim ; 
She raised to Camdbo her evening hymn. 
The scent of the night -flowers came on theair; 
And tben, like a bird escaped from the snare, 
She flew to the river — (no moon was brighti 
But the Stars and the fire-flies gave her their 

light) ; 
She stood beneath the mangoes' shadci 
Half delighted and half afraid ; 

She trimmed the lamp^ and breathed on each 

bloom, 
(Oh, that breath was sweeter than all their 

perfume !) 
Threw spices and oil on the spire of flame, 
Called thrice on her absent lover's name ; 
And every pulse throbbed as she gave 
Her little boat to the Ganges' wave. 

There are a thousand fanciful things 
Linked round the young heart's imaginings. 
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In its first love-dream, a leaf or a flower 
Is gifted then with a spell and a power : 
A. shade is an omen, a dream is a sign, 
From which the maiden can well divine 
Passion 's whole history. Those only can teil 
IVbo have loved as young hf arts can love so 

well, 
How tbe pulses will beat, and the cheek will 

be dyed, 
When they have some love-augury tried. 
Oh, it is not for those whose feelings are cold, 
Withered by care, or blunted by gold ; 
Whose brows have darkened with many years, 
To feel again youth's hopes and fears — 
What they now might blush to confess, 
Yet what made their spring-day's happiness ! 

Zadib watched her flower-built vessel glide, 
Mirrored beneath on tlie deep-blue tide ; 
Lovely and lonely, scented and bright, 
Like Hope's own bark, all bloom and light 
There^s not one breath of wind on the air, 
The heavens are cloudless, the uaters are fair, 
No dew is falling ; yet woe to that shade I 
Tbe maiden is weeping — her lanip has decayed. 
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Hark to the ring of the cymetar ! 
It teils that the soldier returns from afar. 
Down fsom the raountains the warriors 'co^e : 
Hark to the thunder-roll of the drum ! 
To the startling voice of the trumpet's call ! — 
To the cymbaPs dlash ! — to the atäbal ! 
The banhers of crimson float in the san, 
The warfäre is ended, the battle is wob. 
The mother hath taken the düld from her 

^breast, 
And raised it to look on its father's a*est 
The pathway is lined, as the band« pass along, 
With maddens, who meet them wkh floweis 

and song. 
And Zaj>ie hath forgotten in Azim's anns 
All her so falae lamp's falser alarms. 

This looks not a bridal, — ^the singers are 

mute^ 
Still is the mandore, and breathless the lute; 
Yet there the bride sits. Her dark hair is 

boundy 
And the robe of her marriage floats white on 

the ground. 
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Oh ! where is the lover, the bridegroom ?--^ f 

where ? 
Look linder yon black pall — the brid^oom is 

there ! 
Yet the guests are all bidden, the feast is the 

same, 
And the bride plights her tvoth amid smoke and 

'mid flame ! 
They have raised the death«pyre of sveet« 

scented wood^ 
And sprinkled it o'er with the sacred flood 
Of the Ganges. The priests are assembled ;— 

, . theirsong 
Sinks deep on the ear as they bear her along, 
That bride of the dead. Ay, is not this love ?- 
That one pure, wild feeling all others above : 
Yowed to the living, and kept to the tomb ! — 
The same in its blight as it was in its bloom. 
With no tear in her eye, and no change in her 

smile, 
Young Zadie had come n^ffa to the funeral pile. 
The bells of the dancing-girls ceased from their 

sound ; 
Silent they atood by that holtest mound. 
From a crowd like the sea-waves there came 
not a breathy 

i>2 
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When the maid^n stood by the place of death ! 
One moment was given — the last she might 

spdre ! 
To the mother, who stood in her wlaeping there. 
She took the jewete thät shone on her händ $ 
She took from her dark hair its flowery band, 
And scatteiM thäm round» At önce \bey 

raise 
The hymn of rejotcing and l6re in her prais^. 
A prayer is muttered, ä blessing said, — 
Her toreh is raised ) — she is by the dead. 
She hhs fired the pile ! At once there o^e 
A mingled rush of smoke «nd of fläime : 
The trind swept it eff. They saw the bride^*- 
Laid by her Azim stde by ade. 
The breese had spread the long curla cff her 

hair t 
Like a bänner af fire they played on tifö iuf * 
Th^ smoke and the flanie ga^ered looud l« 
before, 

Tkdh ckai'ed ;-^but the bride was sectti tio 

I 
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I heard the wDrds of praise^ bat not 

The one voice that I paased to hear ; 
And other Spunds to me wfer^ like 

A täte poilred in a sleepe^s ear. 
Where was Liorenzo ?-^He had stöod 

Spell-bound ; but wfaen I closed the lay, 
As if the charm ceased with the song, 

Hö darted hurriedly away. 
I masqued agaüiy and wandeied on 

Throngh ihany a gay and gorgeous room ; 
What with swdet waters^ sweeter flowers, 

The air was heavy with perfbme. 
The harp was echcnng the lote. 
Soft voices answered to the fltite, 
And, like rilk in the noon^-tide dear^ 
Benealii the flame4iUBg gondDlier^ 
Shone nrimirB .peofrfed with die iihades 
Of stately youthS and raditot maids ; 
And on the ear in wfaispers cam^ 
Those winged wordd öf soul and ft»Ax^ 
Breathed in the darli^yed beat^'s ea^ 
By some young love4ottehed cavalier | 
Cr mixed u tkaeä sonie MHind more gay^ 
Of dance, «r Isugh, or iroundeläy. 
Oh, 2i ii sfeknesi to th« hem 

To bear in reve^y its part, 
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And yet feel bunting : — not one thing 

Which has part in its sufiering, — 

The laugh as glad, the step as light, 

The song as sweet, the glance as bright ; 

As the laugh, step, and glance and song, 

Did to young h ss belong. 

Bpnine 

I turned me from the crowd, and reached 

A spot which seemed unsooght by all — 
An alcove filled with shrubs and flowers, 

But lighted by the distant hall, 
With one or two fair statues placed, 

Like deities of the sweet shrine. 
That human art should ever frame 

Such shapes so utterly divine ! 
A deep sigh breathed, — ^I knew the tone ; 

My cheek blushed warm, my heart beat high :- 
One moment more I too was known^— 

I shrank before Lorenzo's eye. 
He leant beside a pedestaL 

The glorious brow, of Parian stone, 
Of the Antinous, by bis side, 

Was not more noble than Ins own ! 
They were alike : he had the same 

Thick-dustering curls the Roman 
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The iixed and melanoholy eye — 

The smite whidi past Itke lightning o'er 
The curved lip. We did not speak, 
But tbe heart breathed upon each efaeek ; 
We looked round with those wandering looks, 

Which seek some object for their gaze^ 
As if each other's glancewas Itke 

The too rauch light of morning's rays. 
I saw a youth beside me kneel ; 
I heard my name in music steal ; 
I feit my band trembling in his ; — 
Another moment, and his kiss 
Had burnt upon it ; when, like thought, 

So swift it past, my band was thrown 
Away, as if in sudden pain. 

LoRENZo like a dream had flown ! 
We did not meet again : — he seemed 

To shun each spot where I might be ; 
Andy it was said, anotber ciaimed 

The heart — more than tbe world to me ! 

I loved bim as young Genius loves, 
When its own wild and radiant beaven 

Of starry tbought burns with tbe ligbt^ 
The love, tbe lite, by passion given. 
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1 loved him, too^ as woman loves — 

Reckless of sorrow, sin, or scorn : 
Life had no evil deatiny 

Thaty with him, I could not have borne ! 
I had been nurst in palaces ; 

Yet earth had not a spot so drear, 
That I sbould not have thought a home 

In Paradise, had he been near ! 
How sweet it would have been to dwett, 
Apart from all, in some green dell 
Of sunny beauty, leaves and flowers ; 
And nestling birds to sing the hours ! 
Cur home, beneath some chesnut's shade, 
But of the woven branches made : 
Our vesper hymn, the lour^ lone wail 
The rose hears from the nightingale ; 
And waked at morning by the call 
Of music from a waterfall. 
But not alone in dreams like this, 
Breathed in the very hope of bliss, 
I loved : mv love had been the same 
In hushed despair, in open shame. 
I would have rather been a slave, 

In tears, in bondage, by bis side, 
Than shared in all, if wantmg him, 
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Tfais World had power to give beside ! 
My heart was withered^ — and my heart 

Had ever been the world to me ; 
And love had been the first fond dream, 

Whose life was in reality. 
I had Sprung from my solitude, 

Like a young bird upon the wiag 
To meet the arrow ; so I met 

My poisoned shaft of sufiering. 
And as that bird, with drooping crest 
And broken wing, will seek bis nest, 
But seek in vain ; so vain I sought 
M y pleasant home of song and thought. 
There was one spell upon my brain, 
Upon my pencil, on my strain ; 
But one face to my colours came ; 
My chords replied but to one name— 
LoRENZo ! — all seemed vowed to thee, 
To passion, and to misery ! 
I had no interest in the things 

That once had been like life, or Ught ; 
No tale was pleasant to mine ear, 

No song was sweet, no picture bright. 
I was wild with my great distress, 
My lone, my utter hopelessness ? 
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I woqld Sit koun by the side 

Of some clear rill^ and mark it glide, 

BeariDg my tears alai^g^^till night 

Game with dairk hoars^; and soft stariight 

Watch o'er it shadoffy beaujty keepiBg« 

Till I grew calm :— then I would take 
The lute, which- had all day been sleeping 

Upon a cypres» tree, and wak6 
The echoes of the inidnigtit 8(ir 
With words that love M^mig froo» dospfi^ir. 

SONG. 

Farewell !^ — we sdiall not meat again 

As we are parting now ! 
I must my beating^ heart restrain-!^ 

Must veiL my barniog brow ! 
Oh, I must coldly leam ta faide 

One thought, all e]$e above — 
Must call upon my Mnomän's^pvide 

To hide my woman^s^ love !. "" 
Check dreams. i nevev may avov ; 
Be free, be caveless^ cold.a&tliDU ! 
Oh ! those are tears afibkti^nieBs^ 

Wrung from tbe bmai^rag-iifiart» 
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When two, blest in their tenderaess, 

Must leam to live — apart ! 
But what are they to that lone sigh, 

That cold and fized despair^ 
Tbat weight of wasting agony 

It must be mine to bear ? 
Methinks I should not thus repine, 
If I had but one vow of thine. 
I could forgtve inconstaocy, 
To be one moment loved by theo ! 
With me the hope of lifo is gone, 

The sun of joy is set ; 
One wish my soul still dwells upon — 

The wish it could forget. 
I would forget that look^ that tone^ 
My heart hath all too dearly known. 
But who could ever yet efiace 
From memory love's enduring trace ? 
All may revolt, all may complain — 
But who is there may break the chain ! 
Farewell ! — I shall not be to thee 

More than a passing thought ; 
Bot every time and place will be 

With thy remembrance fraught ! 
Farewell ! we have not often met, — 
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We may not meet again ; 
But on my heart the seal is set 

Love never sets in vain ! 
Fruitless as constancy may be, 
No Chance, no change, may tum from thee, 
One.who has loved thee wildly, well, — 
But whose first love-vow breathed — farewelL 



And lays which only told of love 

In all its varied sorrowing, 
The echoes of the broken heart, 

Were all the songs l now could sing. 
Legends of olden times in Greece, 

When not a flower but had its tale ; 
When spirits haunted each green oak ; 

When voices spoke in every gale ; 
When not a star shone in the sky 

Without its own love history. 
Amid its many songs was one 

That suited well with my sick mind. 
I sang it when the breath of flowers 
Game sweet upon the midnight wind. 
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LEADK8 AND CYDIPPE. 

She sat her in her twilight bower, 

A temple formed of leaf and flower ; 

Rose and myrtle franied the roof, 

Xo a shower of April proof ; 

And primroses, pale gems of spring, 

L.ay on the green turf glistening 

Close by the violet, whose breath 

Is so sweet in a dewy wreath. 

And oh, that myrtle ! how green it grew ! 

With flowers as white as the pearls of dew 

That shone beside ; and the glorious rose 

Lay,like afeeauty in warm repose, 

Blushing in slumber. The air was bright 

With the spirit and glow of its crimson light. 

Ctdippe had tiimed from her columned hally 
Where, the queen of the feast she was worsfaip- 

ped by all ; 
Where the vases were burning with spices and 

flowers, 
And the odorous waters were playing in show- 
ers; 
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And lamps were blazing — those larops of per- 

fume, 
Which shed such a charm of lig^ over the 

bloom 
Of woman, whea Pleasure a spell has thrown 
Over one nigbt-hour and made it her own. 
And the ruby wine cup shoue with a ray, 
As the gems of the £ast had there melted away ; 
And the bards were singing those songs of fire, 
That bright eyes and the goblet so well inspure ; 
While she, the glory and pride of the hour, 
Sat silent and sad in her secret bower ! 

There is a grief that wastes the heart^ 

Like milde w on a tulip's dyes^— 
When hope, deferred but to depart, 

Loses iu smiles, but keeps its sighs : 
When love^s bark, with its anchor gone, 
Clings to a straw, and still trusts on. 
Oh, more than all ! — methinks that Love 

Should pray that it might ever be 
Beside the burning shrine which had 

Its young heart's fond idolatry. 
Ohy absence is the night of love ! 

Lovers are very children then ; 
Fancying ten thousand fevedsh ftbapes^ 
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Until their light returns again. 
A \o6kf a Word, is theo recalled. 

And thought upon until it wears, 
What is, perhaps, a very shade, 

The tone and aspect of our fears. 
And thb was what was withering now 
The radiance of Cydippe's brow. 
She watched until her cheek grew pale ; 
The green wave bore no bounding sail : 
Her sight grew dim ; 'mid the blue air - 
No'snowy dove camc floating therc, 
The dear scroU hid beneath his wing, 
With plume and soft eye glistening, 
To seek again, in leafy dorne, 
The nest of its accustomed home I 
StUl far away, o'er land and seas, 
Lingered the faithless Lkades. 

She thought on the spring-days when ahe 
had been, 
Lonely and lovely, a maiden queen ; 
When passion to her was a stonn at sea, 
Heard 'mid the green land's tranquillity. 
But a stately warrior came from afar ; 
He bore on his bosmn the glorious scar 
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So wonhipped by woman— the deatiMwal of 

war« 
And the maiden's heart was an easy prize, 
When valour and faith were her sacrifice» 

Methinks^ might that sweet season last, 
In which our first love-dream is past ; 
£re doubts, and cares, and jealous pain, 
Are flaws in the heart's diamond-chain ; — 
Men might forget to think on Heaven^ 
And yet have the sweet sin forgiven. 

Bat ere the marriage-feast was spread^ 

Leades Said that he must brook 
To part awhile from that best light, 

Those eyes which fixed his every look : 
Just press again his natiTe shore^ 

And then he woald that shore resign 
For her dear sake, who was to him 

His household god !— his spirit's shrine I 

He came not ! Then the heart's deray 
Wasted her silently away :•?— 
A sweet fount, which the mid-day sun 
Has ^ too hotlylooked upon ! 
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It 18 mo8t sad to watch the fall 
Of autumn leaves j — ^but worst of all 
It is to watch the flower of spring 
Faded in its fresh blossoming ! 
To see the once so clear blue orb 

Its Summer light and warmth fofget ; 
Darkening, beneath its tearful lid, 

Like a rain-beaten viokt ! 
To watch the bannep-rose of health 

Pass from the cheek ! — ^to mark how plain, 
Upon the wan and sunken brow, 

Become the wanderings of each vein ! 
The shadowy band, so (hin, so pale ! 

The laoguid step ! — the drooping head ! 
The long wreaths of neglected hair ! 

The iip whence red and smile are fled ! 
And having watched thus, day by day, 
Light^ life, and colour^ pass away ! 
To seoy at length^ the glaasy eye 
Fix dull in dread mortality ; 
Mark the last ray, catch the last breath, 
Till the grave sets its sign of d^ath ! 

This was Ctdifpk's &te !--They laid 
The maiden undemeath the shade 
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Of a green cypress,<^and that hour 

The tree was withered, and stood bare ! 

The spring brought leaves to other trees, 
But never other leaf grew there ! 

It stood^ 'mid others flounshmg, 

A blighted^ solitary thing. 

The sammer sun shone on that tree^ 
When shot a vessel o'er the sea — 
When sprang a warrior from the prow-^ 
Lbades ! by the stately brow. 
Forgotten teil, forgotten care, 
All bis wom heart has had to bear. 
That heart is füll ! He hears the sigh 
That breathed ^ Farewell !' so tenderly. 
If even then it was most sweet, 
What will it be that now they meet ? 
Alas ! alas ! Hofie's fair deceit ! 
He spuned o'er land^ has cut the wave, 
To look but on Cydippb's grave. 

It has blossomed in beauty, that lone tree,. 

Leades' kiss restored its bloom ; 
For wild he kissed'the withered stem— * 

It grew upon Ctoippb's tomb l 
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And there he dwelt The hottest ray, 
StiU dew upoQ the branches lay 
Like constant tears. The wuiter came ; 
But still the green tree stood the same. 
And it was said, at evening's dose, 
A sound of whispered music rose ; 
That 'twas the trace of viewless feet 
Made the flowers more than flowers sweet* 
At length Leadks died. That day, 
ßark and green foliage past away 
From the lone tree, — again a thing 
Of wonder and of perishing ! 



One evening I had roamed beside 
The winding of the Amo's tide ; 
The sky was flooded with moonllght ; 
Below were waters azure bright, 
Fallazzos with their marble halls, 
Green gardens, silver waterfalls. 
And orange groves and citron shades. 
And cavaliers and dark-eyed maids ; 
Sweet voices singing, echoes sent 
From JBUuy a ricb-toned Instrument. 
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I could not bear this loveliness ! 

It was on such a night as this 
That love had lighted up my dream 

Of long despair and short-lived bliss. 
I sought the city ; wandering on, 

Unconsciotts where my Steps might be ; 
My heart was deep in other thoughts ; 

All places were alike to me : — 
At length I stopped beneath the walls 
Of San Mark's old cathedral halls« 
I entered : — and, beneath the roof, 
Ten thousand wax-lights burnt on high ; 
And incense on the censers fumed 
As for some great sdemnity. 
The white-robed choristers were singing ; 
Their cheerfui peel the bells were ringing : 
Then deep-voiced music floated round 
As Üie far arches sent forth sound— 
The stately organ : — and fair bands 
Of young girls strewed, with lavish hands, 
Violets o'er the mosaic floor ; 
And sang while scattering the sweet störe. 

I turned me to a distant aisle, 

Where but a feeble glimmering cain6 
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(Itself in darkness) of the smile 

Sent from the tapers' perfiimed flame ; 
And coloured as each pictured pane 
Shed o'er the blaze its crimson stain :— 
While, from the window o'er my head^ 
A dim and sickly gleam was shed 
From the young moon,— enough to show 
That tomb and tablet lay below. 
I leant upon one monument,— > 

'Twas sacred to unhappy love : 
On it were carved a blighted pine^- 

A broken ring — ^a wounded dove; 
And two or three brief words told all 

Her history who lay beneath : 
* The flowers — at mom her bridal flowers, — 

* Formedy ere the eve, her funeral wreath.' 

I could but envy her. I thought 

How sweet it must be thus to die ! 
Your last looks watched — your last sigh caught, 

As life or heaven were in that sigh ! 
Passing in loveliness and Üght ; 
Your heart as pure, — your cheek as bright 
As the spriag-rose, whose petals shut^ 
By sun unscorched^ by shower unwet ; 
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Leaving behind a memoty 
Shrined in love's fond eternky. 

But I was wakened from thb dream 

By a burst of light — a gush of song — 
A welcome, as the stately doors 

Poured in a gay and gorgeous throng. 
I could see all from where I stood. 

And first I looked upon the bride ; 
She was a pale and lovely girl : — 

Buty oh God ! who was by her side ?— * 
LoRENZo ! Noy T did not speak ; 
My heart beat high, but could not break. 
I shrieked not, wept not ; but stood there 
Motionless in my still despair ; 
As I were forced by some stränge thrall, 
To bear with and to look on all,— 
I heard the hymn, I heard the vow : 
(Mine ear throbs with them even now !) 
I saw the young bride's timid cheek 

Blushing beneath her silver veil. 
I saw LoKENZO kneel ! Methought 

('Twas but a thought !) he too was pale. 
But when it ended, and his lip 

Was prest to heFs — ^I saw no more ! 
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My heart grew cdd,— 4Dy braio. swam roand^— 

I sank upoa the doisler floor : 
I liv^dy^f that may be called life» 

From wbich each charm of life has fled-«*- 
Happiness gone, with hope and love|— • 

In all but breath already dead. 

Rust gathered on tbe silent chords 

Of my neglected lyre, — tbe breease 
Was now its mistress : music brought 

For me too bitter memories ! 
The ivy darkened o'er my bower j 
Arc)||ind, the weeds cboked every flower. 
I pleased me in tbis desolateness, 
As each thing bore my fate's impress. 

At length I made myself a task— 

To paint that Gretan maiden's fate, 
Wbom Love taught such deep happiness. 

And wbom Love left so desolate. 
I drew her on a rocky shore :— 
Her black hair loose, and sprinkled o'er 
With white sea4bam ; — herarms were bare, 
Flung upwards in their last despair. 
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Her naked feet the pebbles prest ; 
The tempestwind sang in her vest : 
A wild Stare in her glassy eyes ; 
White lips, as parched by their bot sigbs ; 
And cheek more pallid than the spray, 
Which, coid and colourless, on it lay :— 
Just such a Statue as should be 

Placed ever, Love ! beside thy sbrine ; 
Warning thy victims of what ills — 

What buming tears, false god ! are thine. 
Before her was the darkÜng sea ; 

Behind the harren mountains rose — 
A fit home for the broken heart 

To weep away life, wrongs, and woes ! 

I had now but one hope : — ^that when 

The band that traced these tints was cold — 

Its pulse but in their passion seen, — 
LoRENZo might these tints behold, 

And find my grief ; — think — see — feel all 

1 feit, in this memorial ! 



It was one evening, — the rose-light 
Was*o'er each green veranda shining ; 
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Spring was jast breaking, and white buds 

Were 'mid the darker ivy twining. 
My hall was fiUed with the perfume 
Sent from the early orange bloom : 
The fountain, in the midst, was frau^ht 
With rieh hues from the sunset caught ; — 
And the first song came from the dove, 
Nestling in the shrab alcove. 
But why pause on my happiness ? — 

Another step was with mine there ! 
Another sigh than mine made sweet 

With its dear breath the scented air f 
LoBBNZO ! could it be my band 

That now was trembling in thine own ? 
LoREMzo ! could it be mine ear 

That drank the music of thy tone ? ^ 

We sat US by a lattice, where 

Came in the sootbing evening breeze, 
Rieh with the gifts of early flowers. 

And the soft wind-iute's symphonies. 
And in the twilight's vesper-hour, 
Beneath the hanging jasmine-shower^ 
I heard a tale, — as fond, as dear 
As e'er was poured in woman's ear ! 
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LORKNZO'S HISTOET. 

I WAS betrothed from earliest youth 

To a fair orphan, who was left 
Beneath my father's roof and care, — 

Of every otber friend bereft : 
An heiress, witb her fertile vales, 

Caskets of Indian gold and pearl ; 
Yet meek as poverty itself, 

And timid as a peasant girl : 
A delicate, frail thing,«— but made 
For spring sunshine, or summer shade; 
A siender flower^ unnieet to bear 
One April shower,— so slight^ so fair. 

I loved her as a brother loves 

His favourite sister : — and when war 
First called me from our long-shared home 

To bear my father's sword afar, 
I parted from her, — not as one 

Whose life and soul are wrung by parting ; 
With death-cold brow and throbbing pulse, 

And burning tears like life-blood starting. 
Lost in war dreams, I scarcely heard 

The prayer that bore my name above : 
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The < Farewell !' that kissed off her tears, 

Had more of pity than of love ! 
I tHought of her not with that deep^ 
Intensest memory love will keep 
More tenderly than life. To me 

Sfae was but as a dream of home, — 
One ofthose calm and pleasant thoughts 

That o'er the sddier's spirit come ; 
Remembering him, when battle lours^ 
Of twilight walks and firedde hours. 

I came to thy bright Florenck when 

The task of blood was done : 
I saw theo ! Had I lived before ? 

Oh, no ! my life but then begun. 
Ay, by that blush ! the summer rose 

Has not more luxury of light ! 
Ay, by those eyes ! whose language is 

Like what the clear stars speak at night, 
^Thy first look was a fever speU !— * 
Thy first word was an oracle 
Which sealed my fate ! I worshipped thee, 
My beautiful, bright deity ! 
Worshipped thee as a sacred thing 
Of Genius' high imagining ;— 



f2 
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But loved tbee fbr tby gwtiet reve^mg 
Of woman's onm most geotie feelmg. 
I might have brüken fröm the eh^iü 

Thy power, thy gloiy, round n» flong ! 
But never might forget tby blusti— 

The smile which on thy s'ifeet Ups l»»ig ! 
I lived but in iby sight ! One night 

Froro thy hair feU a myrÜQ \BtLomom ; 
It was a relie tbat brtathed of tbee :-— 

Look ! it bas iHrithered in my bosom! 
Yet was I wretched, thougb I dwelt 

In the sweet sight of Paradise : 
A carse lay on nie. But not now, 

Thus smiled upon by those dear eyes. 
Will I think over thoughts of pain. 

I'U only teil thee that tbe line 
That ever told Love's misery, 

Ne'er told of misery like mine ! 
I wedded. — I could not have bome 

To see the young Ianthb blighted 
By that worst blight the spring c^ know— - 

Trusting affiection 111 requited ! 
Oh, was it that she was too f^ir, 

Too innocent for this damp eaitb; 
And that her native star above 



THS iMPEOVISATRICS* 67 

Reclaim«d af&ün its geade hixik ? 
She faded. Ob, my peerless queeoi 

I need not pr»^ tbee pardoo joß 
For owoing that my h&aat theo feit 

For any other than for tbe« f 
I bore her to those azure isles 

Where health dwells hy ü^e «ide of spring $ 
Ana deemed their grecn and sunny vales, 

And calm and fragrant ain^ migbt briAg 
Warmtb te the ebeek^ ligbt tothßßyßf 
Of her who was too young to diß, 
It was in vain f-^and, ä^y hy day^ 
The gentle creature died away. 
As parts tbe odour from the rose^— 
As fades tbe sky at twiligbt's close, — 
She past so tender a^ so fair $ 

So patient, tbough she ^pew each breath 
Migbt be her lasit ; ber Qwn mild smile 

Parted hßV placid Ups iq death. 
Her grave is under southem skies | 
Green turf ;9,9d ^owjBrs o'er it rise. 
Ob ! notbing bvt a pale «prjpg wregith 
Would fa4e o'er her whg li(es bepe^h ! 
I gave her prayers — I gaye her iejeurs — 

I staid a white bqiid/9 1^^ jpravie I 



68 TRE IHPROVISATRICE. 

Then led by Hope, and led by Love, 

Again I cut the azure wave. 
What have I oiore to say, my life ! 

But just to pray one smile of tbine, 
Telliog I have not loved in vain — 

That thou dost join these hopes of mine ? 
Tes, smile, sweet love ! cur life will be 

As radiant as a fairy tale ! 
Glad as the sky-lark's earliest song — 

Sweet as the sigh of the spring gale ( 
All, all that life will ever be, 
Shooe o'eri divinest love ! by thee. 



t^mm 



Oh,^ mockery of happiness f 

Love now was all too late to save. 
False Love ! oh, what had you to do 

With one you had led to the grave ? 
A little time I had been glad 

To mark the paleness on my cheek ; 
To feel hpw, day by day, my step 

Grew fainter, and my band more weak : 
To know the fever of my soul 

Was also preying on my frame : 
But now I would have given worlds 
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To change ibe crirason hectic's flaine 
For the pure rose of beaith ; to live 
For the dear life that Love could give. 
—Oh, youth may sicken at its bloom, 
And wealth and fame pray for the tomb ; — 
But can love bear from love to part, 
And not cUng to tbat one dear heart ? 
I shrank away from death,— my tears 
Had been unwept in other years :— 
But ihuSf in Love's first ecstacy, 
Was it not worse than death to die ? 
LoRENzo ! I would live for thee ! 
Bat thou wilt have to weep for me ! 
That sun has kissed the morning dews,— 

I shall not see its twiligbt close ! 
Tbat rose is fading in the noon, 

And I shall not outlive that rose ! 
Come, let me lean upon thy breast, 
My last, best place of happiest rest ! 
Once more let me breathe thy sighs— - 
Look once more in those watching eyes ! 
Oh ! but for thee, and grief of thine, 
And parting, I should not repine ! 
It is deep happiness to die, 
Yet live in Love's dear memory. 
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Thou wUt remember me, — my name 

Is linked with beauty and with fame. 

The Summer airs^ the summer sky, 

The soothing spell of Music's sigh, — 

Stars in their poetry of night, 

The silver silence of moonlight, — 

The dim blush of the twilight hours, 

The fragrance of the bee-kissed flowers ; — 

But, more than all, sweet songs will be 

Thrice sacred unto Love and me. 

LoRENZo ! — be this kiss a spell ! 

My first ! — ^my last ! Farewbll !— Farewsll! 



There is a lone and stately hall, — 
Its master dwells apart from alt. 
A Wanderer through Italia's land, 

One night a refuge there I found. 
The lightning flash roUed o'er the sky, 

The torrent rain was sweeping round ; — 
These won me entrance. He was young, 

The castle's lord, but pale like age ; 
His browy as sculpture beautiful, 

Was wan as Grief 's corroded page. 
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He Had no words, he had do sniiles, 

No hopes :*-his sole employ to brood 
Silently over hb sick heart 
In sorrow and in sblitude. 
I sa.w the hall where^ day by day^ 
He mased his weary liie away ;— 
It scarcely seemed a place for woe, 

But rather like a genii's bome. 
Around were graceful statues ranged. 

And pictures shone around tbe dorne. 
But there was one— a loveliest one ! — 

One picture brightest of all there ! 
Oh ! never did the painter's dream 

Shape thing so gloriously fair ! 
It was a face !— the summer day 
Is not more radiant in its light ! 
Dark flashing eyes, like the deep stars 

Lighting the azure brow of night ; 
A blush like sunrise o'er the rose ; 

A cloud of raven hair^ whose shade 
Was sweet as evening's, and whose curls 

Clustered beneath a laurel braid. 
She leant upon a harp :— -one band 

Wanderedy like snow^ amid the chords ; 
The lips were opening with such life, 
You almost heard the silvery words. 
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She looked a fonii of light and life^^ 

All soul, all pasnon, and all fire ; 
A priestess of Apollo'«, when 

The morning beam falls on ber lyre ; 
A Sapphoy or ere love bad tarned 
The heart to stone where once it bunud. 
Bat by the pictore's side was pkced 
A fiioeral um, od which was tcaced 
The beart's recorded wretchedness ;— 

And OB a tablet, hung above. 
Was 'graved one tribute of sad words-«- 

* LOBJENSO TO BIS MiNtTUL LoVB»' 



• TALES, 



▲VD 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



6 



ROSALIE. 



'T'is a v3d tale— 'and sad, too, as the sigh 
^IThat young Ups breathe when Love's fint 

dreamings fly ; 
l^en blights, and cankerworms, and chilling 

showerSy 
Come withering o'er the warm heart's passion- 

Towers. 
Love ! gentlest spirit ; I do teil of thee^ — 
Of all thy thousand hopes, thy many fears^ 
Thy morning blushes^ and thy evening team ; 
What thou hast ever been, and still wilt be, — 
Life's best, but most betraymg witchery ; 
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It 18 a night of summery — and the sea 
SIeeps, like a child, in mute tranqoillity. 
Soft o'er the deep-blue wave the moonlight 
breaks; 

Gleamingy from out the white clouds of its 
Zone, 
Like beauty's changeful smile, when that it seeks 

Some face it loves yet fears to dwell upon. 
The waves are motionless, save wbere the oar, 

Light as love's anger^ and as quickly gon^ 
Has broken in upon their azure sleep. 

Odours are on the air : — the gale has been 
Wandering in groves where the rieb roses weep, 
Wbere orange, citron, and the soft lime-flowers 
Shed forth their fragrance to night's dewy hours. 
Afar the distant city meets the gaze, 

Where tower and turret in the palelight shine^ 
Seen like the monuments of other days — 
Monuments Time half shadows, half displays. 
And there are many, who, with witching song 

And wild guitar's soul-thrilling melody, 
Or the lute's melting music, float along 

O'er the blue waters, still and silently. 
That night had Naples sent her best display 
Of young and gaUant, beautlful and gay. 



KOSALIE« 77 

Tfcepe was a bark a fittle way apart 

From all the rest^ and there two lorers leanC :— 
One with a blnshing cheek and beating heart. 

And bashful glance, npon tbe sea-^wave beut; 

She might not meet tbe gaze the other sent 
Upon her beauty ; — butthe half-breathed sighs, 
The deepening colour, timid smiling eyes^ 
Told that she listened Love's sweet flatteries. 
Then they were silent : — words are little aid 
To Lore, whose deepest vows are ever made 
By the heart's beat sdone. Oh^ silence » 
Love's own pecufiar eloquence of Miss !— 
Music swept past : — it was a simple tone ; 

Bot it has wakened beartfelt sympathies ; — 
It has brought inta life things past and göne ; 

Has wakened all those secret memories/ 
That may be smothered^ bat that stiH will be 
Present within thy soul^ young Rosalie ! 
Tbe notes had roosed an answenng chord within : 
— ^In other days, that song her vesper hymn 

had been. 
Her ahered look is pdc :— that dewy eye 

Almost belies the smile her rieh ups wear ; — 
That smile h mocked by a scarce-breathing sigh, 

Which teils of silent and soppressed care — 
o2 
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Teils that the life is withering with despair, 
More irksome from its unsunned silentness — 

A festering wound the spirit pines to bear ; 
A galling chain whose pressure will intrude, 
Fetteriog Mirth's step, and Pleasure's liglitest 
mood. 

Where are her thoughts thus wanderiDg ? — A 
spot, 
Now distaDt far, is pictured on her mindy— 
A chesnut shadowing a low white cot^ 
With rose and Jasmine round the casement 

twmed, 
Mixed with the myrtle-tree's luxuriant blind. 
Alone, (oh I should such solitude be here ?) 
An aged form beneath the shade reclined, 
Whose eye glanced round the scene ; — and 
then a tear 
Told that she missed one in her heart en- 
shrin'd ! 
Then came remembrances of other times, 
When eve oped her rieh bowers for tbe pale 
day ; 

When the faint, distant tones of convent chimes 
Wcrc ans wered by the lute and vesper lay ;— 



R08ALIE. 79 

When the fond motber blest her gende chüd. 
And for her welfare prayed the Viigin mild. 

And she has left the aged one to steep 

Her nightly couch with tean for tbat lost child, 

•—The RosALiEy — who left her age to weep/ 
When that the tempter flattered her and wiled 
Her Steps away^from her owa home beguüed* 

She Started op in agony : — her eye 

Met M ANFREDi's. Softly he spoke, and smiled. 
Memory is past, and thought and feeling lie 
Lost in one dream — all thrown on one wild die. 
They floated o'er the waters, tiU the moon 
Looked froni the blue sky in her zenith noon, — 
Till each glad hark at length had soughtthe shore^ 
And the waves echoed to the lute no more ; — 
Then sought tfaeir gay palazzo, where the ray 
Of lamps shed light only less bright than day ; 
And there they feasted tili the mom did fling 
Her blushes o'er their mirth and revelling. 

And lifo was as a tale of faerie, — 
As whensome Eastem genie rears bright bowers. 
And spreads the green turf and the coloured 
flowers ; 
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And caBs upon the earth^ the 9ea^ the sky, 
To yield thek treasures for some geotie qoees, 
Whose reign is over the enchanted scene. 
And RosALii had pledged a magic oip-^ 

The maddeaing cup of pleasore and of lave ! 
Tfaere was for her one only dreann öa eartfa ! 

There was for her one only stav above !^ — 
She bent in passbnate idoiatry 
Before her heart's sole idol— Manfredi ! 



n. 



'Tis night again->-a soft and sammer nigfaH ;-*- 
A deep-blue heaven^ white cloud^ moosi and 

star-light ; — 
So calm, so beautiftil^ that hfuiiaii ey» 
Might weep to look on sacfa a traoquä aky >* 
A night just form'd for Hope's first dfeam of biss^ 
Or for Love's yet more perfect hapi^inesa ! 

The moon is o'er a grove of C3rpress trees, 
Weeping^like moarners,in the plainkig breeae ; 
Echoing the music of a rill; whose soog 
Glided so sweetly, but so sad^ along. 
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There b a little chapel in the ahade, 
IVlierc maoy a pilgrim has knelt down and 

prayed 
To the sweet saint, whose portrait, o'er the 

shriney 
Tlie palnter's skill has made all but divine. 
It was a pale, a melancholy face— 

A cheek which bore the trace of frequent tean. 
And worn by grief,— tho' grief might not efiace 

The seal that beauty set in happier years ; 
And such a sniile as on the brow appears 
Of one whose earthly thoughts, long since 
subdued 
Past this life's joys and sorrows, hopes and fean^- 
The worldly dreams o'er which the many 

brood,— 
The heart-beat hushed in mild and chastened 
mood. 
1t was the image of the maid whö wept 

Those precious tears that heal and purify. 
Love yet upon her lip bis Station kept, 

But heaven and heavenly thoughts were in 
her eye. 
One knelt before the shrine, with cheek as pale 
As was the cold white marble. Can this be 



The y ottng-4fae loved— the bappy RoftASJK ? 
AIm ! alas ! her's is a common tale :— 
She tnistedy— as youth ever has beUeve4 ^ 
She heard Love's vow»— «tonfided-^^waa 4d- 
ceived ! 

Ohy Love ! thy essence is thy purity ! 

Breathe one unhallowed breath upon thy 
flame 
And it is gone for every — ^and but leaves 

A sullied v^uie-— its pure light lost in sbame I 

And RosALiE was loved, — not with that pure 
And holy passion wbich can age ^kture ; 
But k>ved. with wild and self-consiuning fires^— 
A torch which glares— and scorches— «nd expires. 
A little while her dream of bliss remuned,— 
A little while Love's wings were left unchained. 
But change came o'er the tnisted MA^NFasni : 
His heart forgot its vowed idolatry ; 
And his forgotten love was left to brood 
O'er wrongs and ruin in her solitude l 

How very desolate that breast must be^ 
Whose only joyance is in mempry ! 



.— H 
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JkmA wiiat mfift womui suffer, dini betrayed ?— 
Her heait's most warm and predons feelings 

inade 
Bot IhiiigB where^Hth lo wowid : that lieait-» 

so weak, 
So soft^dd ofMSD to the tukure's beak I 
Its sweet reveaüngs ghren ap to sconi 
It taini to bear, and yet that luiut be borne ! 
And, sorer stäly that bitterer emotion^ 
To ksow the ahrme which had our soul's de- 

votion 
li tiiatef • fidse deity !«*4o look 
Upon the eyes we worsbippedy and brook 
Tbeir<eold reply ! Yettheee are all for her !-^ 
The rode world's eiitcaat, and love's vaadeier I 
Ate f ihat love, which is so sweet a thing, 
SiiouM ever canae giiHt, grief, or auflering ! 
Tet she upon whose face the sunbeiuns fidl^ 
That dark-eyed g^l--4Md lUt their bitlerett 

titfa&l 

'flfaä Adüghti^nherlove; andtherewasnot 
In passion's record one green sunny spot— 
It had been all a madness and a dream, 
The shadow of a flower on the stream. 
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Which seemsy but is not ; and then meiaoiy 

turned 
To her lone mother. How her bosom bnmed 
With sweet and bitter thoughts ! There might 

be rest— 
The wounded dove will Üee into her nest-« 
That motheFs arms might fold her child again. 
The cold world scom, the cruel snnte in vain. 
And falsehood be remembered no more, 
In that calm sbelter >~and she might weep o'er 
Her faults and find forgiveness. Had not she 
To whom she knelt found pardon in the e3res 
Of Heaven, in offering for sacrifice 
A broken heart ? And might not pardon be 
Also for her ? She looked up to the face 

Ofthat pale saint ; and in that gentle brow, 
Which seemed to hold conununion with her 

thooghty 
There was a smile which gave hope eneigy. 
She prayed one deep^ wild prayer, that she might 

gain 
The home she hoped :— theo sougbt ÜmX home 

again. 
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A üush of beaaty is upon üie sky— 
Eve's last warm blushes— like the criimoii dye 
The maiden wears, when first her dark eyes meet 
Xhe graceful lover^s, sighiog at her feet 
And there were sounds of miuic on the breew^ 
And perlume shaken from die citron trees ; 
While the dark chesoats caugfat a golden ray 
On their green leaves, the last brightgift of day ; 
And peasaats dancing gaily in the shade 
To tfae soft maDdolin, ^ose lig^t notes made 
An echo fit to the glad voices singing. 
The twilight spirit his sweet um b flinging 
Of dew upon the lime and orange-stems, 
~ And gWing to the rose pearl diadems. 

There is a pilgrim by that old grey tree^ 
With head upon her band bent moumfully ; 
And looking round upon each lovely thing^ 
And breathing die sweet air^ as.they coiüd bring 
To her no beauty and.no solacing. 
*Tis Rosalis ! Her prayer was not in vain. 
Hie troantxhild has sought her hom&again ! 

It must be worth a life of toü and care, — 
Worth those dark chains the wearied oiie must 
bear 
a 
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Who toilft up (ärtumsh stoep^-iHiB that öbua vring 
The woroKnit bofora with lone iufemgir^ 
Wordi rwtlessneMiy opprearioo^ foftdiag Iwrs^ 
And lon^-Mened faopet of naay jreany-*- 
To vcacb again that little quiet apot. 
So wdl lov«d oiiee, and aever qaite fiirgot $-^ 
To tiaoe again tbe itef» of infimoy^ 
And catch their fireshaess from tbeir mcniory i 
And it is triumph/sure, wiien fMrtuna's soa 
Has skone upon tu, and oor task is ^ne, . 
To show our harvef t to the e^es #faicli were 
Once all the world to us ! Feriiaps tbera ara 
Some who have presaged fcindly of our youth- 
Feel we not prond their prophecy was sooth ? 
Bat how feit Rosalie ?— The very air 
Seemed as it bröugfat reproach ! there was no 

eye 
To look delighted, welcome none was ibere ! 

She feh as feds an ont^ast wandering by 
Where every door is closed ! She lookedmnounJ ; 
She heärd some voices' sweet familiär sound. 
There were some changed, and some femem- 

bered things : 
There were girk, whom she left in thehr fiist 

Springs, 
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Now biuslied i&to füll beauty. Ther^.was one 

Whom sbe loved teaderly in days flow gone ! 

She was not dasGiog gaily wkh tfae rest : 

A rose-cfaeeked chUd withia her arms was prest ; 

And it had twined its small hands in the hair 

That clustered o'er its mother's brow : as fair 

As buds in spring. Sbe gave her laughing dove 

To one who clasped it with a fatber's love ; 

And if a paiDter's eye had sought a scene 

^Of love in its most perfect loveliness — 

Of childhood, and of wedded happiness,— 

He would have painted the sweet Madblinb ! 

But RosALiE shrank from them, and sbe strayed 

Through a small grove of cypresses, whose sbade 

Hang o'er a burying-ground^ where the low stone 

And the grey cross recorded those now gone \ 

There was ä grave just closed. Not one seemed 

near^ 

'. To pay the tribute of one long— last tear ! 
How very desolate must that one be 

Whose more than grave has not a memory ! 

i 

Then Rosalib thought on her motber's age,— 
Just such her esd wmM be wkh her away : 
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No child the last cold death-pang to assuage— 

No child by her neglected tomb to pray ! 
She asked— and like a hope from Heaven it came ! 
— To hear them answer with a stranger's name. 

She reached her mother's cottage ; by that gate 
She thoaght how her once lover wont to wait 
To teil her honied tales ! — and then she thought 
On all the utter ruin he had wrought ! 
The moon shone brightly, as it used to do 
Ere youth, and hope^ and love^ had been uotme ; 
But it shone o'er the desolate ! The flowers 
Were dead ; the faded jessamine, unbound, 
Trailed, like a heavy weed, upon the ground ; 
And feil the moonlight vainly over trees, 
Which had not eveh one rose,— altho' the breeze, 
Almost as if in mockery, had brought 
Sweet tones it from the nightingale had caught ! 

She entered in the cottage. None were tfaere ! 
The hearth was dark,— the walls looked cold and 

bare ! 
All— all spoke poverty and sufiering ! 
All— all was changed ! and but one only thisf 
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Kept its old place ! Rosalu's mand«^ 
Hung on the wall, where it had ever been. 
TTher^ was one other room^ — and Rosalis 
Somglit for her mother there. A heavy flame 
Oleamed from a dying lamp ; a cold air came 
I>ainp from the brokeu casement. There one lay^ 
Liike marMe seen bttt by the moonlight ray ! 
And RosALiE drew near. One withered band 
Was stretcnedy as it would reach a wretched stand 
Where some cold water stood ! And by the bed 
She knelt; and gazed^ and saw her mother — dead ! 

h2 



ROLAND'S TOWER. 



A IBQBKD OF TBE RHIKE. 



OhjHeftTen! die deep Utility «T tont! 

Whbmb, like a courser ttartiog from the spur, 
Rushes the deep-blue current of the Rhine, 
A little Island rests ; green cypresses 
Are its chief growth, bending their heavy bougfas 
O'er grey stones marking long-foigotten graves. 
A convent once stood here ; and yet remaia 
Relics of other times, pillars and watts, 
Wom away and discoloured, yet so hung 
With wreaths of ivy that the werk of min 
Is scarcely visible. How like this is 
To the so false exterior of the world ! 
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Outside all looks so fresh and beautiful ; 
Sut mildewy rot, and worra^ work on benea^y 
Until the heart is utterly decayed. 
Tliere is one grave distinguished from tbe rest^ 
Sut only by a natural monument :— 
A. tüousand deep4>lue vlolets have grojrn 
Over the sod. — ^I do love violets : 
Thej teil the history of woman's love ; 
Tliey open with the earliest breath of spring ; 
Lead a sweet life of perfume, dew, and light ; 
And, if they perish, perish with a sigh 
Delicious as that life. On the bot June 
They shed no per&npe ; the flowers may remain, 
But the rieh breathing of their leaves is past :— 
liike woman they have lost their loveliest gift, 
When yielding to the fiery hour of passion : 
The violet breath of love is purity. 

On the shore opposite/a tower stand« 
In niins, with a mouming»robe of moss 
Hung on the grey and shattered walls, which fling 
A shadow on the waters ; it comes o'er 
The waves^all bright with sunshine, like the gloom 
Adversity throws on the heart's young gladness. 
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I saw the river ob a «imn^ ew'r 
The «in iras seltiiig wer fidds of ooruf«* 
^Twas like a golden sea ;— ^and iin tbe left 
Were vineyaords, wlnBce te gropes shonfe^ferlii 

like gems, 
Rubies, and lighted amber ; aod^beDbevpvead 
A Wide heath covered «viriUi duck itane, iurhom 

flowers, 
So biigfai^ are like the pVeasofeu^^m wffM, 
Beautifdl in the dktanee, btit, oAee gluoed^ 
Little worthy piercing thrö' the'thöriis wYniSk grdir 
Around them ever. Wilder and taoie -steep 
The banks upon the river^s other nde : 
Tall pines rose up like «Carrion ; tbe ifäd inte 
Was ihöre in flll its luKury of bloom^ 
Sown by die wind, »ufsed by tfaeidew^dild lua-; 
And on the steeps werecrosses grisy aild'dld^ 
Which told the fate of some poor traveller. 
The dells were fiUe^ with dWarfed osiMmA 6ts ; 
And on the heights, 'which ttasterad all Ae^M^ 
Were eaiües, tenadted n&ir by the owl^ 
The Spider^ garrisoB : there U «ot eae 
Witkdut some 8trailgeokl^kgeBd<^ the d(^ . 
Wlien lo¥e i¥8» life atnd d^athr^^vhen lldy^ig^ 
Or sunny curl were banners of the batde. 
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AfCy histoiy is of the tower which looks 
XJpon the little bland. 

Lord Herbert sat him in his hall : the heartl\, 
'Was blazing as it mocked the storm without 
IVith its red cheerfulness ; the dark hounds lay 
^round the fire ; and the old knight had doffed 
His hunting-cloak, and listened to the lute 
And song of the fair girl who at his knee 
^as seaied. In the April hour of life, 
When showers are led by rainbows, and the heart 
Is all bloom and green leaves, was Isabelle : 
A band of pearls, white like the brow o'er which 
They past, kept the bright curls from off the 

forehead ; the nee 
They wandered to her feet — a golden shower. 
She had that changing colour on the cheek 
Which speaks the heart so well ; those deep-blue 

eyes, 
Like summer's darkest sky, but not so glad — 
They were too passionate for happiness. 
Light was within her eyes, bloom on her cheek. 
Her song had raised the spirit of her race 
Upon her eloquent brow. She had just told 
Of the young Roland's deeds, — how he had stood 
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Against a boMand coliquered; when there 
A pilgrim to the hall — and never yet 
Had stranger asked for shelter and in vain ! 
Tlie boat4 \^a spread, the Rfaenish flask was 

Agadn tkey galbeved round the hearth^ agaia 
The maideii itused her song ; and at its dose,-*^ 
^ I would give worids/' she sM, Ho see this chief, 
^^ This gdlant Rolano ! I could deem him all 
^^ A man miutt lionour anid a woman love !"-*- 
'< Lady ! I pray thee not recaU those words, 
« For I am Rolano !" From fais face he thi«w 
The iMfod «md pilgran^st:loak^«-and a young Inigftt 
KMt h^fdfe isAMiiiLC ! 

Theyioved;-»4heyirefebelovod» Ojhaapfxoxssl 
I have said all tkat caa Isevaid 6f bliBS, 
In «aying tbM 'dii^ lovied. The yoaag Iseart laeM 
Such Store of wealth in its own fresh wiki pulse ; 
And it is love that ilrorks tke mine, and brings 
Its treasure to tbe light. I did love ooce^ 
Lovedasyovith— wonmih-^-genicis loves; tfao'iMw 
My heart is diilled and seared, and tau^t to wenr 
That fallest of false tiiings— a mask of isaufea ; 
¥et ertrery poisellyrolMi at the twniory 
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Of ikat whkh has beeo ! Lov€ is like the ghiw^ 
That throws its own rieh colour over b&, 
Aad makes all beautifol. The moraing loolu 
its very loveliest, when Ae fresh air 
Has tinged the cheek we love with its glad red ; 
And the hcyt noon flits by raost rapidly^ 
Wheo dearest eyes gaze with us on the page 
Bearing the poet's wchtIs of love ^-^nd then 
The twilight walk, when the linked arms can feel 
The beating of the heart ; upon the air 
There is a music never heard bat once,— 
A light the eyes can never see again ; 
Each Star has its own prophecy of hope^ 
And every song and tale that breadieof love 
Seem echoes of the heart 

And time pastby— 
As time will ever pass, when Love has lent 
His ralnbow plumes to aid bis flight— and spring 
Had wedded with the sammer, when a steed 
Stopd at Lord Herbert's gate, — and Isabbllv 
Had wept farewell to Roland, and had g^ven 
Her blae scarf for bis coloors. He was gone 
Tp raise his vassals, fbr Lord Hkrbert's towers 
Were menaced with a siege ; and he had swom 
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By Isabellb's white hand that he would daim 
Its beauty only as a conqueror's prize. 
Autumn was on the woods, when the blue Rhine 
Grew red with Uood :— Lord Herbbrt's banner 

flies. 
And gallaat is the bearing of bis raoks. 
But where is he who said that he would ride 
At bis right hand to battle ? — ^Roland ! where— 
Oh ! where is Roland ? 

Isabelle has watched 
Day after day, night after night, in vaiif, 
Till she has wept in hopelessness, and thotigfat 
lipon cid histories, and said with them 
^ There is no faith in man's fidelity !" 
IsABELLB stood upon her lonely tower ; 
And, as the evening<4tar rose up, she saw 
An armed train bearing her fatber's banner 
In triumph to the Castle. Down she flew 
To greet the victors : — ^they had reached tbe hall 
Before herseif. What taw the maiden there ?-* 
A hier !-*her father laid upon that hier ! 
Roland was kneeling by the side, bis face 
Bowed on bis hands and hid $*-but Isabelle 
Knew the dark curUng hair and stately form, 
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And threw her on bis breast. He shrank away 
As sbe were death, or sickness, or despair. 
^ IsABBLLE ! it was. I wbo slew thy fatber !" 
Sbe feil almost a corpse upon the body» 
It was too true ! With all a lover's speed, 
Roland bad sougbt tbe tbickest of tbe figbt ; 
He gained tbe field just as tbe crusb began )— 
Unwltting of bis colours, be bad slain 
The fatber of bis worsbipped Isabsllb ! 

Tbey inet once more : — and Isabellb was 
changed 
As mucb as if a lapse of years bad past ' 
Sbe was so tbin, so pale, and her dim eye 
Had wept away its luxury of blue. 
Sbe bad cut off her sunny bair, and wore 
A robe of black, witb a white crucifix :-* 
It told her destiny— her youth was vowed 
To Heaven. And in tbe convent of the isle 
That day sbe was to enter, Roland stood 
Like marble, cold, and pale, and motionless : 
Tbe beavy sweat upon bis brow was all 
His sign of Ufe. At lengtb he snatched the scarf 
That Isabelle had tied around bis neck. 
And gave it her,— and prayed that sbe would wave 
I 
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lia white folds from the lattice of her cell 

At eaeh pale rising of the evening-star, 

That he night know she lived. They parted.— 

Ncver 
Those lovers met again ! But Roland buiU 
A tower beside the Rhine, and there he dwelt, 
And every eveaing saw the white scaif waved, 
And heard the vesper-hymn of Isabelle 
Float in deep sweetness o'er the silent river. 
One evening; and he did not see the scarf, 
He watcbed and watched in vain ; at length bis 

hope 
Grew desperate, and he prayed his Isabells 
Might have fbrgocten him i-^but midnight caine. 
And with it came the convent's heavy b^ll^ 
ToUing for a departed soul ; and then 
He knew that Isabslle was dead ! Next day 
They laid her in her gr9.ve ;— and the moon rose 
lipon a mourner weeping there :— that tomb 
Was Roland's death^bed ! 
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But tbe war-«torm cam« «n the iDMnMdn gaW, 
And xnab's heart beaC big^h, tlio*his cb««k was ft^% 
For blood Und dust lay on tbe white hair, 
Aod the maidea wepC oVr her last despair } 
Tbe bearth was cold, and the cbild was prest 
A oorpse to tbe rourdered mother's breast ; 
And fear and guUt, and sorrow and shame, 
PaiAened wherever tbe war-fiend came. 



It stood beneatb a large old chesnuMree^ 

And had stood there for years :— tfae moonlight 

feU 
Over the white walls, wbich the vine had hang 
With its thick leaves and purple fruit ; a pair 
Of pigeons, like the snow, were on the roof 
Nestled together ; and a plainiog sound 
Game from a fountain mumiuring thro' the wood, 
Less like the voice of sorrow than of love. 
Tall trees were gathered round ^— the dark-green 

beech ; 
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The sycamore, with scarlet colours on^ 
The herald of the auturao ; dwarf rose-trees, 
CoTered with their last wealth ; the poplar tall, 
A silver spire ; olives with their pale leaves ; 
And some most graceful shrubsy amid whose 

boughs 
Were golden oranges ; and hoUow oaks, 
Where the bees built their honey palaces. 
It was a silent and a lovely place, 
Where Peace might rest her white wings. But 

one came 
From out the cottage^— not ad one who comes 
To gaze upon the beauty of the sky 
And fill bis spirit with a calm delight ; 
But with a quick though noiseless step, as one 
Who fears the very echo of that step 
May raise a spectre. When he reached the fount 
He sat down by its side, and tumed to gaze 
Upon the cottage : fiom bis brow the sweat 
Poured down like summer rain ; there came do 

sound 
From bis white lips, but you might hear bis beart 
Beating in tbe deep silence. But at length 
A voice came to bis sorrow :— " Never— never 
'^ Sball I look on their face again ! Farewell l 



THB aVlBSRlLLJL CHIEF. 101 

"^ I caniKM bear that word's reproach, «ör look 
*' Od pale lips breathing blessiDgs whidi the tean 
" Belle in speaking ! I have blighted all— 
" All— dl their hopes^ and my own bappiness l'' 

** Leandro !'^ Said a sweet and gentle voice ; 
And a soft band pressed <m bis tbrobbing brow. 
And tears like twSight dew feü on bis cbeek. 
He looked upon the maiden ;— ^twas the one 
With wbom bis first pure love had dwelt,— tbe one 
Wbo was the sim and starlight of bis youth ! 
Sbe stood beside bim lovely as a saint 
Looking down pity npon penitence— 
Perbaps less brigbt in colour and in eye 
Tban tbc companion of bis infancy : — 
Bot was that cheek less fair because he knew 
That it had lost the beauty of its spring 
Wiib passionate sorrowing fbr bim ? Sbe stood 
One moment gazing on bis face, as tbere 
Her destiny was written ; and then took 
A litde crucifix of ebony 
And placed it in bis bosom from her own : — 
" And this, Le j\ndro ! — ^this shall be tby guide t 
" Tby youtb has been a dream of passion ; girik 
" And evtl bave been round thec : — go tby way I 
i2 
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^ The sbowers of thy youth. will clear to summer. 
" My prayers be with thee !'^— ." Prayers ! — 

oh ! nothing more ? 
** Have I then lost thy love — ^thy precious love ? 
" The only green leaf of my heart is withered V 
She blushed a deep-red blush ; her eloquent eyes 
Met his almost reproachfully, and her face 
Was the nezt moment hidden on his^bosom. 
But there was happiness even in that farewell, 
Affection and deep confidencoi 
Tendemessy hope — ^for Love lights Hope — and 

teansy 
Delicious tears ! the heart's own dew. 

They parted. 
Leandeo kept that little cross like life : 
And when beneath the sky of Mexico,— 
When earth and even heaven were stränge to him, 
— The trees, the flowers, were of another growth ; 
The birds wore other plumes ; the very stars 
Were not those he had looked upon in boyhood. 

'Tis something, if in absence we can see 
The footsteps of the past :— it soothes the heart 
To breathe the air scented in other yeara 
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By lips beloved ; to wander through the groves 
Wliere once we were not loiiely,'-^where the rose 
Remiads us of the hair we used to wreathe 
With its fresh buds — ^ere every liill and vale, 
And wood and fountain, speak of time gone by ;^- 
And Hope Springs up in joy from Memory's ashes. 

Lbandro feit not these : — ^that crucifix 
Was all that wore the look of other days-~ 
'Twas a dear companion/ Parents^ home. 
And, more than all, Bianca, whose pure reign, 
Troubled by the wild passions of bis youth, 
Had now regained its former influence,--* 
All seemed to hear the vows he made for her, 
To share bis hopes, feel for bis deep remorse^ 
And bless bim, and look forward. 

And at last 
Once more the white sail bore him o'er the sea, 
And he saw Spain again. But war was there — 
And his road'lay through ruined villages. 
Though cold, the ashes still were red, for blood 
Had quenched the flames ; and aged men sat down 
And would not leave the embers, for they said 
They were too old to seek another home. 
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Leanduo met with one vhom he Imd knowii 
fn other days, and nsked tif liis own TEiSey >^ 
It yet was safe^ nnscath^d by the wai>storm. 
He knelt down in deep thankfuloesB ; and theo, 
Through death and danger^ sougfat the grove once 
raore. 

His way had been tbro' a thkk beechen wood ; 
The mooB^ athwart the bou^s, had poured her 

light, 
Like Hope, to guide him onwards. 
One more turn and he shoold gaze upon his beme ! 
He paused in his heart's o'erflowing bliss^ 
And thougbt how he should wake them from their 

dreams — 
Perchance of him ?— of his BiÄNt;A^blusfc ! 
He heard the music of the fountain come — 
A sweet and welcome voice upon the wind — 
He bounded on with the light Steps of hope, 
Of youth and happiness. He leftthe wood, 
And looked upon — a heap of mingled folood 
And folackened ashes wet upon the grouid i 

He was awakened from bis agony 
By the low accents of a woman^s voice ;-— 
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He looked, and knew Bianca. She was laid 
Beside the fountain, wbile her long black hair 
HuBg like a veii down to her feet : her, eyes^ 
So large, so dark, so wild, shone thro' the gloom, 
Glaring like red insanity. She saw 
Her lover, shrieked, and strove to fly — 
But feil : — her naked feet -were gashed with 

wounds. 
^ And have I roet thee but to see thee die ?'' 
Leandro cried, as he laid the pale face 
Upon bis breast, and sobbed like a young child. 
In vain he dashed the cold stream on her face, — 
Still she lay like a corpse within bis arms. 
At length he thought bim of a giant tree, 
Whose hoUow trunk, when children, they had oft 
Calied home in playfulness. He bore her there ; 
And of fresh flowers and the dry leaves he made 
A bed for his pale love. She waked at last, 
But not to consciousness : her wandering eyes 
Fixed upon him, and yet she knew bim not ! — 
Fever was on her lip and in her brain, 
And as Leandro watched, his heart grew slck 
To hear her rave of outrage, wrongs, and death ; — 
How they were wakened from their midnight 

sleep 
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By gleaming steel — curses — and flaming roof ! 
And then she groaned, and prayed herseif to die ! 

It was an evening when thro' tbe green leaves 
Of tbe old chesnut shot tbe golden light 
Of tbe rieb sunset ; into tbe fresb air 
Leandro bore tbe maiden he bad nurst 
As tbe young motber nurses her sick child. 
She laid her head upon his heart, and slept 
Her first sweet, quiet sleep : tbe evening-star 
Gleamed thro' tbe purple twilight when she waked. 
Her memory aroused not to tbe fuU — 
Ob, that was mercy ! — ^but she knew her love ; 
And over her pale face a calm smile shone, — 
Fondly tho' faintly breathed and blest his nam^ ! 
That night tbe moonligbt shone upon Leandro, 
And in his arms — a corpse f • * • • 

He lived in one deep feeling — in revenge : 
With men he mingled not but in tbe battle ; — 
His mingling there was deadly ! When tbe Qaol 
Was driven from tbe land wbich he bad spoüed, 
That dark chief sought Bianga's grave !— A oross 
Marks the Guerilla and the Maiden's tqhbI 



THE BAYADERE. 



4Jr INMAN T4J.E. 



(' * TAe Boyoiltfre" wu takeo firom some faint recoUcetkm of a 
tale I had either read or heard ; aad aeetlag wkh tbe word 
^ Sf9;adere" m^j yeara afjter recalled it to my meoMny as a 
sabject ezquisiteiy poetical. I have been finc« told it was a 
poem of Goethe'8. Thb poem hat aever been to my knowl- 
edge fjimslatgd 4 aad, beini^ ignonunC of (he Germaa langnafe, 
I ^fo. vfi^JUe tP Sa^ whe^er tbe tale conforms to the origin»! 
or not.] 



Thei^e w^re seventy pillars aroond the hall, 

Of wreathed gold was eacb capital, 

And the roof was fretted with amber and gems, 

Such as light kingly diadems ; 

The floor was marble, white as the snow 

Ere its pureness is siained by its fall beiow : 

In the m}dst played a fountain,whose starry showers 

Fell like beams on the radiant flowers, 

Whose colours were gleaming, as every one 

Buriit with the kisses just eaught from the sun ; 
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And vases sent fortb their silvery clouds^ 
Like those which the face of the young moon 

shrouds, 
But sweet as the breath of the twilight hour 
When the dew awakens the rose's power. 
At the end of the hall was a sunbright throne, 
Rieh with every glorious stone ; 
And the purple canopy overhead 
Was like the shade o'er the dayfall shed ; 
And the couch beneath was of buds half blown, 
Hued with the blooms of the rainbow's zone ; 
And round, like festoons, a vine was roUed, 
Whose leaf was of emerald, whose fruit was of 

gold. 
But, though graced as for a festival, 
There was something sad in that stately hall : 
There floated the breath of the harp and the flute, — 
But the sweetest of every music is mute ; 
There are flowers of light, and spiced perfume, — 
But there wants the sweetest of breath and of 

bloom : 
And the hall is lone, and the hall is drear, 
For the smiling of woman shineth not here. 
With urns of odour o^er him weeping, 
Upon the couch a youth is sleeping : 
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His radiant faair is bound with stan^ 

Such as shinie on the brow of night^ 
Filling the dorne with diamond rays, 

Only than bis ow'n curls less bright 
And such a brow and such ao eye 

As fit a young divinity ; 
A brow like twilight's darkening line^ 
An eye like morning's first sunshine, 
Now glancing through the veil of dreains 
As sudden light at daybreak streams. 
And richer than the mingled shade 
By gern, and gold, and purple made^ 
His Orient wings closed o'er his head ; 

Like that bird's, bright wtth every dye, 
Whose home, as Persian bards have said, 

Is fixed in scented Araby. 
Some dream is passing o'er hitß now — 
A sudden flush is on his brow ; 
And from his lip come munnured words, 
Low, but sweet as the light lute chords 
When o'er its strings the night-winds glide 
To woo the roses by its side. 
He, the fair boy-god, whose nest 
Is in the water-lily's breast ; 
He of the niany««rrowed bow, 

K 
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Of the joys that come and g» 
Like the leaves, and of the sigfas 
Like the winds of sunuaer skies, 
Blushes like the birds of apriffig, 
Sooü Seen ana soon TanianiDg ; 
He of hopes, and he of fearSi 
He of smiles, and he of tean^— 
Young Cam»eo, he hai hroaght 
A BUfieet dreana of eolonred thought, 
One of love and woman's pow^, 
To MANDAUiA's gleeping hour. 

Joyless and daik was hk jewdled tiirene 
When Mandalla Bmdkened and fbnnd him alone. 
He dnuak the perfome that aroond hni- swept, 
'Twas not sweet as the sigh he drank «a he siept ; 
liiere war mosic, but where was ^ ▼oice at 

whose thrill 
Eveiy pulse in his veins was dirobbii^ atffi ^ 
A nd dim was the hmne of bis native stwr 
While the light of woman and love was afiur } 
And Ups of the rosebud, aod violet eyes 
Are the sunniest flowen in Pfuradise. 
He veiied the light of his glorious raee 
In a mortal's form and a mortal^s faee. 
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And 'mid ««rtll's loveliest sought Ibr one 
Who aaght dweU ib kis hftU and . share in bh 
tbrode. 

The lodrie brooght to his cinndiaoii nteft 
The bee from the midst of its boney quei^ 
And opeo the leares of the letas lay 
To welcome the nooii of the summer <hiy. 
It was glory^ atod light^ and beauty dl, 
Wben Mandalla clöised bis witig in Bengal. 
He stood in the midst ef ä stately sqnare, 
As the waves of the sea roUed the thousaadfl ther^$ 
Their gathering was round the gorgeoutf car 
Where sat in his triumph the Subaddr, 
For his sabre was red with the Uood of the slafn. 
And his proudest foes were slaves in bis cbain ; 
And the soond of the trumpet^ th^ soUnd öf hii 

name, 
Rose in shoutsfrom the cro^d as onwftrds he catoe. 
With gems and gM on eacb atagfadn, 
A thousand warriors led the van, 
Mounted on steeds black as the ftight^ 
But with foäm and with stirrup gleaming in light ; 
And anolher thousand canie in theii* rear^ 
On white horses^ arnfted with bow and spear^ 
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With quivers of gold on each Shoulder laid, 
And with crimson belt for each crooked blade. 
Then foUowed the foot raoks, — tbeir turbans 

showed 
Like flashes of light from a mouirtain cloud, 
For white were the turbans as winter snow. 
And death-black the foreheads that darkened 

below ; 
Scarlet and white was each soldier's vest. 
And each bore a lion of gold on his breast^ 
For this was the chosen band that bore 
The lion Standard^ — ^it floated o'er 
Their ranks like morning ; at every wave 
Of that purple banner, the trumpets gave 
A martial salute to the radiant fold 
That bore the lion-king wrought in gold. 
And last the elephant came, whose tower 
Held the lord of this pomp and power : 

And round that chariot of his pride^ 
Like chains of white sea-pearls, 

Or braids enwove of summer-flowers^ 
Glided fair dancing-girls ; 

And as' the rose leaves fall to earth, 
Their light feet touched the ground, — 

Bat for the zono of silver bells 
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Yoa hdd tot beard a sdünd^ 
As scattering floWers oVr the way, 
Whirled roudd the beatitifdl array. 
But there was onä who 'mid tfaem sbon^ 
A planet lovely and alone, 
A rose, one florrer aiii!d nianjr, 
But still the loveliest of any t 
Though fair her arm as th6 thoönltglity 
Others might rsdsfe an arm aS white; 
Though light her feet as music's fsm, 
Others might be as rmisical ; 
But wbefe ^ere such därk €j^es ai hert ? 

So tender, yet withal so WIgW, 
As the dark orbs had in their sm3e 

Mingled the light of day ättd night. 
And where was that wild gface iiHiich sbed 
A loveifnesfii öf^er ^ery tread, 
A beauty shMttg thröü^ <hfe trhofe, 
Something #hich ^ke of h^rt anfd süuf . 
The Almas had passed fightly oiif, 
The armed raiülks, the crowd, were gone^ 
Yet gazed I^xi^dallA on the st^craffe 
As she he sought still ^ded there,-^ 
Oh that fond look, whose e^eftalfe' straiö, 
And will not knotr its look lü vafin f 

k2 
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At length he turned, — his silent mood 
Sought that impassioned solitude, 
The Eden of youog hearts, when first 
Love in its loneliaess is nurst. 
He sat him by a litüe fount ; 

A tulip-tree grew by its side^ 
A lily with its silver towers 

Floated in silence on the tide ; 
And far round a banana tree 
ExtenddS its green sanctuary ; 
And the long grass, which was his seat; 
With every motion grew more sweet, 
Yielding a more voluptuous scent 
At every blade bis pressure bent. 
. And there he lingered, tili the sky 
Lost somewhat of its brilliancy. 
And crimson shadows roUed on the west. 
And raised the moon her diamond crest, 
And came a freshness on the trees, 
Harbinger of the evening breeze, 
When a sweet far sound of song, 
Borne by the breath of flowers along, 
A mingling of the voice and lute, 

Such as the wind-harp, when it makes 
Its pleasant music to the gale 
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Which kisses first the chords it breaks. 
He followed where the echo led, 

Till in a cypress-grove he foond 
A funeral-traiD, that round a grave 

Poured forth their sorrows' wailing sound ; 
And by the tomb a choir of girls, 

With measured Steps and mournful notes, 
And snow-white robes, while on the air, 

Unbound their wreaths, each dark curl floats, 
Paced round and sang to her who slept 
Calm, while their young eyes o'er her wept. 
And she^ that loveliest one^ is here^ 
The morning's radiant Bayadere : 
A darker light in her dark eyes, — 

For tears are there, — a paler brow 
Changfd but to charm that moming's smile^ 

Less sparkling, but more touching now. 
And first her sweet lip prest the flute, 

A nightingale waked by the rose, 
And when that honey breath was mute, 

Was heard her low song's plaintive close, 
Wailing for the young blossom's fall, 
The last, the most beloved of all, 
As died in gushing tears the lay, 
The band of mourners passed away : 
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They left their wreaths apon tlie toolb^ 
As fadiug leaves and long perfume 
Of her were embleius ; and unbound 
Many a cage's gilded roand. 
And set the prisoners free^ as none 
Were left to love now she was goike. 
And aznre wings gpread oa tbe air^ 

And songs, rejoicing songs^ were heard | 
Buv pioing as forgotten now^ 

Lingered one solkaiy bird : 
A beantiful and pearl-wfaHe dove^ 
Alone in its remenifoering love. 
It was a Strange and lovely thing 
To mark the drooping of its wing, 
And bow into the grave it prest 
Till soiled the dark eartk-stain its breast ; 
And darker as tbe mgkt-abades grew, 
Sadder beeanne its wailing coo,' 
As if it missed the batid that bore, 
As the eool twilight eaide, its störe 
Of seeds and flowers^^-^There was one 
Who, like that dore^ was lingering lone^ 
The Bayadere : her pari had been 

Only the hired moume^'s part ; 
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But she had given what none migbt buy,—- 
The precious sorrow of the heart 

She wooed the white dove to her breast 

It sought at once its place of rest : 

Round it she threw her raven hair,— • 

It seemed to love the gentle snare, 

Aiid hs sof^ beak was raised to sip 

The honey-de w of her red lip. 

Her dark eyes filled with tears^ to feel 

The gentle creature closer steal 

iDto her heart with soft caress, 

As it would thank her tendemess ; 

To her 'twas stränge and sweet to be 

Beloved in such fond purity, 

And sighed Mandalla to think that sin 

Could dwell so fair a shrine within. 

'< Oh, grief to think that she is one 

'^ Who like the breeze is wooed and won l 

" Yet sure it were a task for love 

^< To come like dew of the night from above 

" Upon her heart, and wash away, 

^ Like dust from the flowers, its stain of clay, 

<^ And win her back in her tears to heaven, 

^^ Pure, loved, and humble, and forgiven : 
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'^ Yes ! freed from the soil of her earthly thraU, 
^' Her smile shall light up lay gtarry hau i" 

The moonligbt b on a litüe bower, 
With wall and i i^ roof of leaf and of flower^ 
Built ofthat greeo and ho\y tree 
Which heeds Hot how rüde the storm may be. 
Like a bridal canopy overhead 
The jasnlines their sleilder wreathings spread, 
One with stars as ivory white, 
The other with Clusters of amber light ; 
Rose-trees four grew by th^ Wall, 
Beautiful elich, but difierent all : 
One with that pure but crimson flush 
That marks the maiden's first love-blush ; 
By its side gr^w another one, 
Pale as the snow of tbe funeral stone ; 
The tiext was rieh with the daitaask dyö 
Of a monarch's purple drapeiy ; 
And the last had leaves like tho&e iMves of göld 
Worked on that drapery's royal fold. 
And there trere four vases, with blossoms fllled^ 
Like censers of inceme, their fragrCtoCe distilled ; 
Lilies, heaped like the pearls of the sed, 
Peeped from their large leaves' security ; 
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HyikcintWs ^iritli tkear ffneeSaX beUs, 
Where the spunt of odour ilwelk 
lAke the spirit of rausic in ocean shella ; 
And tulips, inrlth every colour that diines 
lü the radiant gems of Serendih's mines ; 
Odo tulip was found in every wreath, 
T\\at one most scorched by the «immer's breath, 
Whose passionate leaves with their nAf glow 
Kide tke heait tliat lies burning and black below. 
And there, benea^ the flowered shade 
By a pink acacia made, 
Mandalla lay, and by h» side, 
Wkh eye, and brealh, and blush that 
Wkh the Star and wkh the flower 
In their own and loYeliest hovr^ 
Was that fair Bayadere, the dove 

Yet nestliRg in her long black hair : 
She hos now more than that to love. 

And the lo¥M one aat by her thero* 
And by the sweet acacia porch 

Tfaey drank the softness of tbe bi 
O^ more than lovely are Ipve's dreama, 

^Mid lights and blooms mad ain like 
And soaietimes she would Isave bis side^ 
Afid like a spirit round him glide ; 
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A light shawl now wreathed round her hrow, 
Now waving from her hand of snow, 
Now zoned around her graceful waist, 
And now like fetters round her placed ; 
And then flung suddenly aside. 
Her many curb, insteadi unbound, 
Waved in fantastic braids^till loosed, 
Her long dark tresses swept the ground ; 
Then, changing from the soft slow step, 
Her white feet bounded on the wind 
Like gleaming silver, and her hair 
Like a dark banner swept behind ; 

Or witb her sweet voice, sweet like a bird's 
When it pours forth its first song in spring, 

The one like an echo to the other, 

She answered the sigh of her soft lute-string, 

And with eyes that darkened in gentlest tcars, 
Like the dewy light in the dark-eyed duve, 

Would she sing those sorrowing songs that breathe 
Some history of unhappy love. 

^ Yes, thou art mine I" Mandalla said,— 
^ I have Ughted up love in thy youthful heart j 

^^ I taught thee its tenderness, now I must teach 
^^ Its faith, its grief^ and its gloomier part ; 
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^^ j^nd theo, from thy earth-stains purified, 
'^ Xxi my Star and my hall shalt thou reign my 
bride.'^ • 

It was an evening soft and fair, ' 

As surely those in Eden are, 

When, bearing spoils of leaf and flower. 

Entered the Bay ädere her bower ; 

Her love lay sleeping as she thought, 

And playfully a bunch she caught 

Of azure hyacinth bells, and o'er 
His face she let the blossoms fall : 

^' Why I am jealous of thy dreams, 
<* Awake'n at thy Aza's call.'* 

No answer came from him whose tone 

Had been the echo of her own. 
She spoke again,— -no words came forth ; 

She clasped his band, — ^she raised his head,-^ 
One wild, loud scream, she sank beside, 

As pale, as cold, almost as dead ! 

By the Ganges raised, for the moming sun 
To shed his earliest beams upon, 
Is a fiineral pile, — aroand it stand 
Priests and the hired moumers' band. 
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But \rho 18 sh« that so wUdly prays 
To share the coucb and Itgbt the blasse ? 
Mandalla's love, while scomful eye 
And chilling jeers mock her agony : 
An Alma girl ! oh shame^ deep shame, 
To Brahma's race and Brahma'» nane ! 
Unmarked, unpitied, she turaed aside^ 
For a moment her bursting tears to hide. 
None thought of the Bayadere tili the fijre 
Blazed redly and fiercely the funeral pyre ; 
Then like a thought she darted by^ 
And sprang on the bitrning pik ta cUa l 

^^ Now thou art BÜae ! away, away 
^^ To my awn brigbt star, to my home of day !" 
A dear voice sighed^ as he bore her akung 
Grently as spring breezes bear the song, 
" Thy love and thy ÜBukh hsive woa for thee 
^ The breath of immortality. 
^^ Maid of earth, Manoalla is free to call 
^^ Aza the queen of bis beert and hall !" 



ST. GEORGEN HOSPITAL, 

HTDE-PARK OORNKR. 

Theae are ftuniHar tbings, and yet bow tew 
Thiok of tht nliery. 



I LEVT the crowded street and the fresh day. 
And entered the dark dwelling, where Deatb was 
A daily visitant,-— >wbere stckness shed 
It8 weary languor o'er each fevered couch, 
There was a sickly ligbt, wbose glimmer sbcnred 
Many a shape of misery : tbere lay 
The victims of disease, writhing witb pam ; 
And low iaint groans, and breatbipgs short and 

deep^ 
Each gasp a beartfelt agony, wcre all 
That broketbe 8tillDess.^*-Tbere was one, wbose 

brow 
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Dark with hot climatesyand gashed o'er with scars, 
Told of the toUing march^ the battle-nish, 
Where sabres flashed, the red shot flew, and not 
One ball or blow bot did Destruction's work : 
Butthen bis heart was high, and hb pulse beat 
Proudly aod fearlessly : — now he was wom 
With many a long day's suffering, — and death 's 
A fearful thing when we must count its Steps I 
And was this, then, the end of those sweet dreams 
Of home, of happiness, of quiet years 
Spent in the little valley which had been 
So long bis land of proniise ? Farewell all 
Gentle remembrances and cherished hopes ! 
His race was ruD, but its goal was the g;rave.— 
I looked upon another, wasted, pale, 
With eyes all heavy in the sleep of death ; 
Yet she was lovely still, — the cold darops hung 
Upon a brow like marble, and her eyes, 
Though dim, had yet their beautiful blue tinge. 
Neglected as it was, her long fair hair 
Was like the plumage of the dove, and spread 
In waving curls like gold upon her pillow, 
Her face was a sweet ruin. She had loved, 
Trusted, and been betrayed ! In other days, 
Had but her cheek looked pale, how tenderly 
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Fond bearts had wcttched it i They were far 

away,— 

She was a strangier in her loneliness. 

And siokiog to the grave of that worst iU, 

A brokea heart— And there \ras one whose cheek 

Was dusbed witb fever-^-'twas a face that scemed 

Familiär to my roemory^— 'twas one 

Whom T had loved in youtb. In days long past, 

How many glorious structures we had raised 

Upon Hope'3 sandy basis ! Genius gave 

To hira its golden treasures ; he could pour 

His own impassioned soul upon the iyre ; 

Or, with a painter's skiU, create such shapes 

Of loveliness, they were more like the hues 

Of the rieh evening shadows, than the work 

Of human touch. But he was wayward, wild ; 

And hopes that in his heart's warm summer clime 

Flourished, were quickly withered in the cold 

And dull realities of life ; . • . he was 

Too proud, too visiouary for this world ; 

And feelings which, like waters unconfinedi 

Had carried with them freshness and green beauty, 

Thrown back upon themselves, spread desolation 

On their own banks. He was a sacrifice. 

And sank beneath neglect ; his glowing thoughts 

l2 
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Were fires that preyed upon himself. Perhaps, 
For he has left some high mcmorials^ Farne 
Will pour its sunlight o'er the picture, when 
The artist's hand is mouldering in the dust. 
And fling the laurel o'er a harp whose chords 
Are dumb forever. But his eyes he raised 
Mutely to mine.....he knew my voice again, 
And every vision of his boyhood rushed 
Over his soul ; his lip was deadly pale^ 
But pride was yet upon its haughty curve ; . . 
He raised one hand contemptuously, and seemed 
As he would bid me mark his fallen State, 
And that it was unheeded. So he died 
Without one struggle, and his brow in death 
Wore its pale marble look of cold defiance. 



THE DESERTER, 



Alas, fior the bri|:lit iirmplw of oqr yoath I 
How soon the golden chords ot bope are brokM, 
How aoon we find tbat dreamt we truted motl 



'TwAS a sweet summer morn,....tbe lark had just 
Sprung from the clover bower around her nest, 
And poured her. blithe song to the clouds ; the 

sun 
Shed bis first crimson o'er the dark grey walls 
Of the old church, and stained the sparkling 

panes 
Of ivy-covered Windows. The damp grass, 
That waved in wild luzuriance round the graves, 
Was white witb dew^ but early steps had been 
And left a fresh gre en trace round yonder tomb : 



i 
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Twas a plain stone, but graven with a name 
That many stopped to read — a soldier's name— 
And two were kneeling by it, one who had 
Been weeping ; she was widow to the brave 
Upon whose quiet bed her teare were falling. 
From off her cbeek the rose of youth had fled, 
But beauty still was there that softened grief, 
Whose bitterness is gone, but which was feit 
Too deeply for forgetfulness ; her look, 
Fraught with high ^MÜngi aod inteti^enoe^ 
And such as might beseem the Roman dame 
Whose children died for liberty, was nade 
More soft and touching by the patient smile 
Which piety had given the unearthly brow^ 
Which Guido draws when he would form a s^int 
Whose hopes are fixed on Heaven, but who has 

yet 
Some earthiy feelings binding them to life» 
Her aroi was leaot upou a gracefui youth^ 
The hope, the oomfojt of her widowhood ; 
He was departing from her, and she led 
The youthful soldier to bis fathejr's lomb— 
As in the vjsible preseoce of the dead 
She gave her farevell blessiog ; and her vt ice 
Lost its so treouiloua accexilts 9» she hade 
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Her child tread in that father's Steps, and told 
How brave, how honoured he had been. But 

when 
She did entreat hiro to remember all 
Her hopes were centred in him, that he was 
The stay of her declining years, that he 
Might be the happiness of her old age, 
Cr bring her down with sorrow to the grave, 
Her words grew inarticulate, and sobs 
Alone found utterance ; and he whose eheek 
Was flushed with eagerness, whose ardent eye 
Gave animated promise of the fame 
That would be bis, whose ear already rang 
With the loud trumpet's war-song, feit these 

dreams 
Fade for a moment, and ahnost renounced 
The fields he panted for, since they must cost 
Such tears as these. The churchyard left, they 

passed 
Down by a hawthom hedge, where the sweet May 
Had showered its white luxuriance, intermixed 
With crimson Clusters of the wilding rose, 
And linked with honeysuckle. O'er the path 
Many an ancient oak and stately elm 
Spread its green canopy. Hour Edward^s eye 
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Lingered on each famUlar sight, as if 
Eveo to thiogs iDaainiate he would bid 
A last farewell ! Tbey reached tbe cottage-gate 
His horse stood ready ; many, too, were there, 
Wbo came to $ay good-bye, and kindly wish 
To the young soldier health and happiness, 
It is a sweety albeit most palnful, feeliog 
To koQw we are regretted. " Farewell" said 
And oft repeated, one last wild embrace 
Given to bis pale mother, wbo stood tbere, 
Her cold band prest upon a brow as cold. 
In all the bursting beart's füll agony — 
One last, la3t kiss,'— he sprang upon his horse^ 
And urged his utmost speed with spur and rein. 
He is past . . . out of sight. . . . 



Tbe nouflSied drum is rolling, and the low 
Notes of the death-march float upon the wind, 
And stately steps are pacing round tbat square 
Witb slow and measured tread ; but every brow 
Is darkened with emotion, and stem eyes^ 
Tbat looked unshrinking on the face of death,» 
Wben met in battle, are now moißt witb teacs, 
Tbe sUent ring is form«d, and m the mid^t 



Stands the deserter ! Can tfais be the saiae, 
The yoiitig, tfae gallant Edward ? and are these 
The laureis promised in bis early dreams ? 
Those fettered hands, this doom of open shane ! 
Alas ! for young and passionate spirits ! Sooo 
False lights will dazzle. He had madly joined 
The rebel banner ! Oh 'twas pride to link 
His fate with Erin's patriot few,. to fight 
For liberty or the grave ! But he was now 
A prisoner ; yet there he stood^ as firm 
As thouf h his feet were not upon the tomb : 
His cbeek was pale as marble, and as cold ; 
But his lip trembled not, and his dark eyes 
Glanced proudly round. But when they bared 

his breast 
For the death-shot, and took a portrait thence. 
He clenched his hands, and gasped, and one 

deep sob 
Of agony burst from him ; and he hid 
Hb face awhile^his mother's look was there. 
He could not steel his soul when he recalled 
The bitterness of her despair. It passed — 
That moment of wild anguish ; he knelt down ; 
That sunbeam shed its glory over one, 
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Young, proud, and brave, nerved in deep energy; 
The next feU over cold and bloody day. . . 



Tbere is a deep-voiced sound from yonder vale 
Which ill accords with the sweet music made 
By the light birds nestling by those green elms ; 
And, a stränge contrast to the blossomed thoms, 
Park plumes are waving, and'a silent hearse 
Is winding through that lane. They told it bare 
A widow, who died of a broken heart : 
Her child, her soul's last treasure, — ^he had beei 
Shot for desertion ! 



6LADESMUIR. 



*< Tbere is no home like tbe home of onr inftnqr, no reUMm- 
bnmces Uke tlioae of oor yovth ; thcoM trees wbote topuMMt boagfai 
we haTe dimbed, the hedge eontaining tbat prise a bird's nest, 
the fairy tale we heard by tbe fireside are thlngs of deep and 
flolous intorest in matarity. Tbe beart,cniahed or bardened by iti 
interooone witb tba worid, tums witb afifectionate deligbt to iti 
early dreams. How I plQr those whose childbood bas been un- 
bappj ! to tbem one of tbe iweetest iprings of feeling haa beea 
utterly denied, the most green and beaatifnl pait of lifo laM 
wasle. Bot to tbose whose spring has been wbat spring sboold 
erer be, fresb, buoyant, and gladsome, wbose cap has not beea 
poisoned at the fint draagbt, how delicioas !• raeoUectton ! th^ 
tndj know the pleasuret of memoiy.** 



Thbre is not 
A Valley of more quiet bappiness, 
Bosomed in greener trees^ or with a river 
Clearer than thine^ Glaobsmuia ! There are 
huge hüls 
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Like barriera by thy side, where the tall pin« 
Stands stately as a warrior io his prime, 
Mized with low gnarled oaks^ wbose yellow 

leaves 
Are bound with ruby tendrik, emerald shoots, 
And the wild bfessom» of the homysuckle ; 
And even more impervious grows the brier, 
Covered with thorns and roses, mingled like 
Pleawtes and pains,, but shedding richly foith 
ki fragrance •■ ^ ab ; and' b<^ iia aide 
The wilding broom as sweet, whfch g^cefutty 
Flifig» ]lB.k>Bg tieflfi«& liki» a aMideiv's. hais 
Waving in yelTow beanty. The red dteer 
Ccoiidies lA aafely in it& secret lair ; 
The sapphite, birdVeye^ andt bkie* vMets^ 
Mix withi white daiaÜes in the grass beneath ;. 
And m rile bowgi» alto f e the woocMapk biiiU% 
And makes sweet music to the morning ; whÜe 
All day the stock-dove's melancholy notes 
Wail plaintively — the only sounds beside 
The hum of the wild beos around some trank 
Of an old moss-eMt oak, m inhicb is reared^ 
Their honey pela«ei Wb^r» ^e Ibrest eiMk», 
Streiche» & wide browo keolh^ tili tb» bhi» sky 
Beconies its boundary ; there th« only growth 
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Are stra^lii^ thickets of the white-flowered 

tbocn 
And yelAovf fucze : lie^ood are the {[rass-fieldg. 
And of yet freaher verdure the youBg wheat^ — 
These border round thß viUage. The br\ght 

liver 
Bouads like m arrow by, buoyant as youth 
Rejoiciog in its JtreDgth. On tfaie ieft side^ 
Half luddeQ by the ^ed trees tbat time 
Has spared ^ lioaoviii^ iheir aaactitj^ 
The old gjiey chovch is seen : its mossy valb 
And ivy-«overed wiadows teil bov looig 
It has been sacred. Tbere ts a loae path 
Windiag beaide yoa hUl : no neighb'riag beight 
Commands solide a view ; the ancieat spirej 
The cottages, their gardens, and the beadi, 
Spread far beyond, are in Üe proapect seea 
By gümpses as ^e greenwood screen gives way. 
One is now traciag k^ who gaees r«uad 
As each look were bis last. The anxious gasp 
Tbat drinks the air «s every bneatb brougfat beaUh ; 
The hurried st^, yet liagernigat timesy 
As fearful aU it fek were bot a dream— > 
How mucb tbey teU of deff» and inward (ee^jkg \ 
That stranger is wom down with toil and pain^ 
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His sinewy frame is wasted, and his brow 
Is darkeoed witb long suffering ; yet be is 
Oh more than bappy, ! — ^be has reacbed his home, 
And Ronald is a wanderer no more. 
How often in that fair romantic land 
Where be bad been a soldier^ be had turned 
From the rieb groves of Spain^ to think upon 
The oak and pine ; turned from the spicy air, 
To sicken for his own fresh mountain-breeze ; 
And loved the night, for then familiär things, 
The moon and stars. were visible, and looked 
As they bad always done, and sbed sweet tears 
To think that be might see them shine again 
Over bis own Gladesmuir ! That silver moon, 
In all her perfect beauty, is now rising ; 
The purple billows of the west have yet 
A shadowy glory ; all beside is calm, 
And tender and serene — a quiet ligbt, 
Which saited well the melancboly joy 
Of Ronald's heart. At every step the light 
Played o'er some old remembrance ; now the ray 
Dimpled the crystal river ; now the church 
Had all its Windows glittering from beneath 
The curtaining ivy. Near and more near he 
drew — 
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His heart beal quiok, for the oext atep will he 
Upon his falher's threshold ! hut he paused — 
He heasd a sweet «od sacr^d sound — ^tbey joiiwd 
Id the acciigtoined fiahB, and tben they said 
The words of Ood^ aod, bat of all, a prayer 
More solemQ aod moce touchi^g. He could 

heajr 
Low sohs as it was uttered. They did pray 
His safety, his i^tum, his hif>piiie88 ; 
And ere they eoded he was in tbeir arms i 
The wind jnose «p, and o'«r Ibe caln hlue sky 
The tempest gaUiered, and the beavy raia 
Beat on the isasenieBt ; but they pressed thea 

round 
The b|a»Bf heartfa, and sat wUte ftoNAi.D spohe < 
Of the fierce batde ; and all aaswerad him 
With wonder, and with telling how they vept 
Duris^ Us absencei hew they ^usihered o'er 
The days fer bis retm. Tlirice haUowed ahnae 
Of the heart's tateveoiirae, «eur owa fineaide I 
I de ranember m wtf earfy youtb 
Ipasted hom *ts ewefe $ how I piaed 
W^ bappy veeolleettons — they to m» 
Were lickaeBsaDd <deep sonrow; how I ihought 

Of the sinmge trie^ibe lau£^, tfae^geiiilejHvife 

m2 
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Breathing of love, that wiled the night away. 
The hour of absence past, I was agaio 
With those who loved me. What a beauty dwelt 
In each accustomed face ! what music bung 
On each familiär voice ! We circled in 
Our meeting ring of happiness. If e'er 
This life has bUss^ I knew and feit it then ! 

But there was one Ronald remembered not, 
Yet 'twas a creature beautifiil as Hope, 
With eyes blue as the harebell when the dew 
Sparkies upon its azure leaves ; a cheek 
Fresh as a mountain-rose, but delicate 
As rainbow colours, and as changeful too. 
^* The orphan Ellen, have you then forgot 
'^ Your laughing playmate ?'' Ronald would 

have dasped 
The maiden to bis heart, but she shrank back : 
A crimson blush and tearful lids belied 
Her light tone, as she bade him not forget 
So soon bis former friends. But the next mom 
Were other tears than those sweet ones that come 
Of the füll heart's o'erflowings. He was giveD, 
The loved, the wanderer, to their prayers at last ; 
But he was now so changed, there was no trace 
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Lef^ of his former seif ; the glow of healtb, 

Of youth, was gone^ and in his sallow cfaeek 

And faded eye decay sat visible ; 

All feit that he was sinking to the grave. 

He wandered like a ghost around ; would lean^ 

For boors, and watch the river ; or would lie 

Beoeath some aged tree, and hear the birds 

Singing so cheerfully ; . and with faint step 

Would sometimes try the mountain's side. He 

loved 
To look upon the setting sun, and mark 
The twilight's dim approach. He said he was 
Most happy that all through his life one wish 
Had still been present on his soul — ^the wish 
That he might breathe his native air again ; — 
That prayer was granted for he died at home. 

One wept for him when other eyes were dry^ 
Treasured his name in silence and in tears, 
Till her young heart's impassioned solitude 
Was filled but with his image. She had soothed 
And watched his last few hours — ^but he was 

gone ! 
The grave to her was now the goal of hope : 
She passed, but gently as the rose-leaves fall 
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Scatteoedby the^rioggales. Two aoiQiltbslmid 

ßed 
Since Ronald died; tkeydaww Ihe snuner 

flowen 
Upon hk 8od, and «re Aom leav^s «ere tuiged 
Whh autuflui'« yeüow «oiaufSytliey wero ^iaied 
For tbe poof £llbn'i death-wreaihs ! • • . 
They nade lier gnwe Jby lUnAi^f. 



THE MINSTREL OF PORTUGAL. 



Their path hail bc«ii a trouUcd one, eaeh itep 
Had trod Hnid tiiorns and bprtng« of bltterncu } 
Bvt they had iied away from tbe ooM worM, 
And found, in a fair valley, folitode 
And liappinesa in tbennelTes. Tbey oft would rora 
Throngfa tlM darii forestt wben tbe golden ligbt 
Of evening was npon Uie oak, or catch 
The fint wild breath of morning on tbe bill, 
And in tbe bot noon seek some gnreenwood ibade, 
Filled with the mndc of tbe birdi, tbe iesTea, 
Or tbe descending waters' distant aong. 
And tbat yoang maiden hang deligbtedly 
lipon liar minftrei lorer*! words, wlien be 
Breatbed tome old melancboly Tene, or told 
Love't eTer-nurying Iristories ; and lier smile 
Thanlwd Um so tenderly, tliat be forgot 
Or thoaght of bat to scom the flatteriet 
He was so proud of once. I need not say 
Hew bi^py bis sweet mistress was. — Ob» all 
Know lore is woman*s liappiness ! 



CoMEy love ! well rest us from our wanderings : 
The violets are fresh among the moss, 
The dew is not yet on their purple leaves, 
Warm with the sun's last kiss — sit here, dear 
love ! 
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The chesnut be our canopy. Look up 
Towards tbe beautiful beaven ! tbe fair moon 
Is sbimng «iimidly^ like a jsouDg queen 
Wbo fears to claim ber füll authority : 
Tbe Stars sbine in her presence ; o'er tbe sky 
A few light clouds are wandering, like tbe fean 
That even haf>py Jove »ust kjiow ; Che air 
Is füll of perfume and most musical^ ^«»^ 

Altbough DO ciher sowüds are od the ga? f 
Than tbe soft fa(Hing of -flie mountain rili,' ' 
Or waviag of the ieaves. 'Tis just the I 
For legend cf romaace, fmd, ^earesrt ! b 4 
I have one framed for tbee : it is of Im ,,t 
Most perfect love. and «f « faitfafial >hea '4 
That was a sacrifice upon Üie shrine ^ 
Itself bad reared I I will ibegin it now. ^ 
Like an old tale : — There was a princes *L 
More beautiful than fiprlng, when the w am ' 
Of Summer calls the blusb upon her chee^^ ^ 
The matcbless Isabel op Portugal. ' 
She moved in beauty^ and wbere'er she went 
Some heart did bomage to ber loireliness. 
But there was on&-*-a youth of lowly birdi-— 
Wbo worsb'ipped her !— I bav^ beard ir lay say 
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' /' ;r «s> cN^bope ; Aey knew not wftat lliej 
Haid ^ 
^ • ' Lo^» fasppnes^ but not rts' Rfe- ; — 
]i w ?"diay keaplB ftctvemmrished a rnm fbrne 
II «lif i^ise^aad' m seeret', tüpeugb tiiey knew 
Phey t.^d theseorehmgiSre t&at woiiM' cooBume 

i oaw ;%AN foved » Tcricsti ftopelessness t — 
XV ^i^ie feidy once- at matSn thne, — 
^ 7 wfien IVent w meefc KumiKty 

Thv ^ 

j^'jhe alter; ste was thent unveiiecf^ 
Fu./tN gased apon the face* w&icA wasr 
^ tortfr the^ wwM t&^ hlat ! Awhille' he 
Up. |Ooked 

®' .e wbfto» handär efespeif gracefulFf j 
Tl. «bad fip9^ BMvihg iB' »ilent prajer ;* 
^' ^en hair^ thaV MuHg as a dwrlt clbmf 
r>jr|r j ^H¥lliti& irew of nNTning V She arose, 
. afi.ske moved^ h^sfemier figim* wavecP 
'.n^9 the fijglit C3rpre9s, wbcn* the breeze of sprmg 
•V a ; .<.9 wmm m itif hougbs'. As Jtr an ' kneft 
xi « haaeed< her eyes net hup, ancP ait hi^sDnl 
? r denad« in thal slight glance ! Sfie feflrilre 

>frface*; 
' t\\\r her shape-saened visSlalk', ami stflf 
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He feit the light through the loEg eyelash steal 
And inelt withio his heart ! . . . . 
From that time life was one impassioned dream : 
He lingered on the spot which she bad made 
So sacred by ber presence, and be tbought 
It bappiness to only breatbe tbe air 
Her sigb bad perfumed — but to press tbe floor 
Her faery step bad ballowed. He renounced 
All projects of ambition^ joyed no more 
In pleasures of bis age, but like a gbost, 
Confined to one peculiar spot^ be strayed 
Wbere first he saw the princess ; and the court 
Through which she passed to matins; now be- 

came 
To hiiD a home ; and either he recalled 
Fondly her every look, or eise embalnaed 

Her name in wild, sweet song 

His love grew blazed abroad — a poet's lovo 
Is immortality ! Tbe heart whose beat 
J$ echoed by the lyre, will have its griefs^ 
Its tendemess, remembered, when each pulse 
Has long been cold and still. Some pitied hiiUi 
And others mar^'elled, half in mockery ; 
They little knew wbat pride love ever has 
In self-devotedness. The princess heard 
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Of her pale lover ; btrt aon« ever kneir 
Her secret thoughts : she heard it silendy. 
It couM V0(t bebut woraan's heart rdvat fM 
Such fond and faithfal homage? — Biit sonne 

deemed 
Even suck timid worshlp was qot meeC 
For royalty. They bade the youth depart^ 
Aod the king sent him gdd ; he turned away, 
Aod would not h>ok upon the glittering treas- 

ure — 
And then they banished him ! He heard tbem 

say 
He was an exile with a ghastly smile^ 
And murmured not — ^but rose arid left the city. 

He went on süently, until he came 
To where a little hill rose, covered o'er 
With lemoü shrubs and golden oranges : 
The Windows of the palace where she dwelt — 
His so loved Isabel— o'erlooked the place. 
There was some gorgeous fi^te there, for the light 
Streanied through the lattices, and a far sound 
Of late, and dance, and song, came echoing. 
The Wanderer hid his face , but from his brow 
His hands feil powerless ! Some gathered round 
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And raised him from the ground : hk eyes weie 

dosedy 
His lip and cheek were colourless ;— -they told 
His heart was broken ! . . . . 

His princess never knew an eaitfaly love : 
She vowed herseif to Heaven^ and she died 

young! 
The evening of her death, a strangei sweet 

sound 
Of music came, delicioos as a dream : 
With tfaat her spirit parted from this earth. 
Many remembered that it was the hour 
Her humbie lover perished f 



BASQUE OntL AND HENRI QUATRE. 



Low! HuuMrtewvryliowMOBChfMtttdeeajvdr 
Optaimg aadd • pwndtto of fwceCt, 
Iffiag with wltfaered Imtm and eukcrad tliiB, 
The TOiy mtmory of thj bapfineH 
Departed «rith tlqr bwo^ ; fareath and Moom 
Gooe, and tbe trufünf lieart whlich thoa badiC made 
80 grean, 10 loraly, fiir U17 dw«IUs|r«plaea, 
htü twt a dwflliffcwi. 



'TwAS one of tliose sweet spots which seem 

just made 
For lov^rs' meetlng, or for minstrel haunt ; 
The maiden's blush would look so beautiful 
By those white roses, and die poet's dream 
Would be 80 soothing, lulled by the low noCes 
The birds sing to the leaves, whote soft reply 
Xs munnured by the wind : the grass beneath 
Is füll of wild flowere, and the cypress boughs 
Have twined o'er head^ graceful and dose as 

love. 
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The SUD 18 shining cheerfuily, though scarce 
His rays may pierce through the dim shade, yet 

still 
Some golden hues are ^aaciog o'er the trees^ 
Aud the blue flood is glidiog by^ as brigfat 
As Hope's first smile. All^ Imgerlng, stayed to 

gaze 
Upon tlns £deD of the peiblei^s art. 
And, looking on its loveliness, forgdt 
The crowded world around them ! — But a ^raU 
Strenger than the green landscape fixed the 

. eye— 
The spell of woman's beauty ! — By a beech 
Whose long dark shadow feil upon the stream, 
There stood ä radialit girl l-^-her chesnmhair-^ 
One bright gold tint was on it — loosely fett 
In large rieh curls upon a neck whose soow 
And grf^ were like the swan's; she wore the - 

garb 
Of her own village, and her small white feet 
And slemfer «icles, deüeate as carved 
From Indian ivoiy, were bare,— the turf 
Seemed scarce to feel their pressure. There she 

stood! 
Her head leant on her arm, the beech's Imok 



ANt> HSNRY ^'UATRE. 149 

Supporting her slight dgare^ and one hand 
Prest to her heart, as if to still its throbs !— 
You never might forget that face,— so young. 
So fair, yet traced witb sttch deep characters 
Of in ward wretchedness ! The eyes were dim 
With tears on the dark lashes ; still the Kp 
Could not quite lose its own accnstomed sraile, 
Even by that pale cfaeek it kept its arch 
And tender playfulness : you looked and said, 
What can have shadowed such a sutiny brow ? 
There is so much of natural happiness 
In that bright countenance, it seems but formed 
For spring's light sunbeams or yet lighter dews. 
You turned away — then came — and looked again, 
Watefaing the pale and silent loveliness, 
Till eyea sleep was haunted by that image. 
There was a severed chain upon the ground— - 
Ah i love is even more fragile tfaan its gifte ! 
A tress of raven hair : — oh ! only those 
Whose soub have feit this one idolatry, 
Can teil how precious is the slightest thing 
Affection gives and hallows ! A dead flower 
Will long be kept, remembrancer of looks 
That made each leaf a treasure. And the tree 
Had two slight words graven upon its stem— • 

n2 
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The broken heart's last reeovd of iti faitfa — 
<' AjMxu, Hknbi !''...« 
• • • I leanat the histoiy of tfae lovely picture : 
It WM a peasant gal% wfaase sdul was given 
To one as far above her as thepine 
Towers o'er the lowly violet ; yet still 
She loved, and was beloved agwii — ere yet 
The many ttammels of the world weieflung 
Arotind a heart whose first aad latest pulse 
Tbrobbed but for beauty : him, the yoiing^ the 

brave, 
Chivalrous prince, whose name m after-years 
A nation was to worship— 'that yoong heart 
Beat with its first wild passioa — that pure feeling 
Life only once may kiiow. I will not dwell 
On how Aiection's bark was laiiDcbed and lost:— 
Love, tfaou hast hopes Uke soimiiers short and 

briglity 
Moments of ecstasy, and maddennig dreams, 
Intense, deKcknis throbs ! But happiness 
Is not ibr thee. If ever thon hast kmiwn 
Quiet, yet deep enjoyment, 'tis or ere 
Thy presence is confesied $ but, once tevealed, 
We bow US down in passionate devotiott 
Vowed to thy ahar, theo the^serpenls wake 
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That coil around thy votaries — hopes that make 
Fears burniDg arrows — lingering jealousy, 
And last, wont poison of thy cup— neglect ! . . « 
. • . It matten little how she was forgotten, 
Cr wkat she feit — a woman can but weep. 
She prayed her lover but to say farewell — 
To meet her by the river where such hours 
Of happiness had passed, and said she knew 
How much she was beoeath hkn ; but she prayed 
That he would look upon her face once more ! 
. . • He sought the spot— -upon the beechen 

tree 
^' Adieu, Hemei !" was graven, and his heart 
Feit cold within him ! He tumed to the wave. 
And diere the beautiful peasant floaled— Death 
Had sealed Love's sacrifice ! 



THE SAILOR. 



Oh ! glorioatly apon tbe deep 

Tbe gallant veMel ride^ 
And she ia mlstress of the winds, 

And mittreu of the tidet. 

And never but for her tall sbips 

Had Eogflend been so proud ! 
Or before the niight of the Island Queen 

The kings of tbe eerth had bowed. 

But, alas ! for tb« widow and orphan's tear, 
When the death-flag sweeps the wave ; 

Alas ! «hat the lanrel of vlctoiy 
M lut grow but npon the grave ! 



An aged widow with one only child, 
And even he was far away at sea : 
Narrow and mean the street wherein she dwelt, 
And low and small the room ; but still it had 
A look of comfort ; on the whit&-washed walls 
Were ranged her many ocean-treasures — shells, 
Some like the snow^ and some pink, with a blush 
Caught from the sunset on the waters : plumes 
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From the brigfat piolons of the ladian birds ; 
Long dark aea-weeds, aad black and criiBson 

berries, 
Were treasnred with the treasuring of the heait. 
Her sailor brougfat them, when from his first 

voyage 
He came so sanbnmt and so lall^ she scarce 
Knew her fair stripling m that manly yoatb. 
Like a nwmorisd of far better days, 
The large old Bible, irith its silver clasps, 
Lay on the table ; and a fragrant air 
Came from the window : there stood a rose-tree-— 
Lonely, but of Inxariant growth, ai^d rieh 
With thousalnd buds and beautifully blown floweft : 
It was a slip from that which grew beside 
The cottage^ once her oten^ which eTer drew 
Praise from each passer down t^e shadowy lane 
Where her home stood — the home where yet she 

thougfat 
To eod her days in peace : that was the hope 
That made lifo pleasant, and it had been fed 
By the so ardent spirits of her boy, 
Wbp Said that God would bless the efibtts made 
For his old mother. — Like a holiday 
Each Sunday came^ for then her patient way 
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She took to the white cburch of her own viHage^ 
A long five miles ; and many marvelledy ooe 
So aged, so feeble, still should seek that chmrch. 
They knew not how delicious the fresh air, 
How fair the green leaves and the fieldt^ how 

glad 
The sunshine of the country, to the eyes 
That looked so seldom oa them. She would ü^ 
Long after service on a grave, and watch 
The cattle as they grazed, the yellow com, 
The lane where yet her home might he : and then 
Retum with lightened heart to her dull street, 
Refreshed with hope and^ileasant memoriesy — 
Listen with anxious ear to the conch sheU, 
Wherein they say the rolling of the sea 
Is heard distinct^ pray for her absent chüd, 
Bless himythen dreamof him. • • • 

A shout awoke the sleeping town, the n%bt 
Rang with the fleet's retum and victory ! 
Men that were slumbering quietly, rose up 
And joined the shoat ; the Windows gleamed 

with lightSy 
The bells rang forth rejoicingly, the paths 
Were fiUed with people ; even the lone street . 
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WhOM tfae poor widow dwdt, was rousedi and 

sieep 
Was thoaght upon no more that night Next 

day — 
A Inrigfat and sunny day it was — ^High flags 
Waved from each steeple, and green boughs were 

hung 
In the gay market^lace ; music was heard, 
Bands that Struck up in triomph ; and the sea 
Was covered with proud vessels ; and the boats 
Went to and fro the shore^ and waving hands 
Beckoned from crowded decks to the ^ad Strand 
Wfaere the wife waited for her husband^ — ^maids 
Threw the bright curls back from their glistening 

eyes 
And looked their best, — and as the splashing oar 
Brought dear ones to the land, how every voice 
Grew muncal with happiness ! And there 
Stood that old widow woman with the rest, 
Watching the ship wherein had sailed hefr son. 
A boat came from that vessel, — heavily 
It toiled upon the waters, and the oars 
Were dipped in slowly* As it neared the beach^ 
A moaning sound came from it, and a groan 
Borst from the lips of aili the anxious there. 
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When they looked on each ghasdy countenance, 
For that lone boat was filled with wotmded men, 
Bearing theoi to the hos[ntal>-^nd thea 
That aged woman saw her son. She 'prajed^ 
And gaioM) her prayer^ lliat she inight be his 

narse, 
And take him home. He lived for mäny days. 
It soothed htm so to hear his motheH!s Voice^ 
To breathe the fragraiit air sent frbnr the roses — 
The roses that were gatfaeredr one by ohe 
For him hy bis fond parent nnrse; the hßt 
Was placed upon his piHoW;^ ahd^ that night, 
That very night, he diied' ! And he was teid 
In the same (Jhurch'-yard wheite bis iather lay, — 
Through which his mother as a brid^ had 

passed. 
The grave ^s closed' ; but still the widbw sat 
Upon a sod' beside, and sitently ' > 

(Hers was not grief that words had' comfort for) 
The funeraltrain passed* on, and'she was left 
Alone amid the tombs ; but once s(he Iboked 
Towards the shadöwy lano, then turned again, 
As desolate and sick at heart^ to where 
Her help, her hope, her chilif, lay dead together ! 
She went home to her lönely röom. Next morn 
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Some entered it, and there she sat^ 

Her white hair hanging o'er the withered hands 

On which her pale face leant ; the Bible lay 

Open beside, but blistered were the leaves 

With two or tfaree large tears, which had dried in. 

Ofa, happy she had not survived her child ! 

And many pitied her^ for she had spent 

Her little savings, and she had no friends ; 

But strangers made hergrave in that church-yard. 

And where her sailor slept there slept his mother • 







THE COVENANTERS. 



Uy iMNne ii bot • blackened heap 

lo the midft ofa kmesome wUd, 
And the owl and tbe bat may their nlgfat-watch keaf 

Wbere bnman foces smiled. 

I rocked th« cradle of seven fair mm», 

And I worked for their Infant ; 
Bat, when Uke a efaUdia mine own oM age, 

There are none to work for me ! 



Nbvbr ! 1 will not know another home. 

Ten sununen have passed on^ with their blae 

skies, 
Green leaves^ and singing birds^ and sun-kissed 

fruit, 

Since here I first took up my last abode, — 

And here my bones shall rest. You say it is 

A home for beasts, and not for humankind, 

Thb bleak shed and bare rock, and that the vale 

Bdow is beautiful. l know the time 
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When it looked very beautiful to me ! 

Do you see that bare spot, where one old oak 

Stands black and leafless, as if scorched by fire, 

While round it the ground seems as if a curse 

Were laid upon the soil ? Once by that tree, 

Then covered with its leaves and acont crop, 

A little cottage stood : 'twas very small, 

But had an air of heahh and peace. The roof 

Was every moming vocal with the song 

Of the rejoicing swallows, whose warm nest 

Was built in safety underneath the thatch ; 

A honeysuckle on the sunny side 

Hung round the lattices its fragrant trumpets. 

Around was a small'garden : fruit and herbs 

Were there in comely plenty ; and some flowers, 

HeaUi from the mountains, and the wilding bush 

GemmM with red roses, and white apple blos- 

soms, 
Were food for the two hives, whence all day long 
There came a music like the pleasant sound 
Of luMing waters. And at even-tide 
It was a goodly sight to see around 
ßri^t eyes, and faces lighted up with health, 
And youth and happiness : these were my chil^ 

. drei), 
That cottage was mine home. . . . 
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There came a shadow o'er the land, and mea 
Were hunted by their fellow men like beasts^ 
And the sweet feelings of huiuanhy 
Were utterly forgotten ; the white head, 
Darkened with blood and dust, vas often laid 
Upon the murdered Infant, for the sword 
Of pride and cruelty was sent to slay 
Those who in age would not forego the faith 
They had grown ap in. I was one of these : 
How could I close the Bible I had read 
Beside my dying mother, which had given 
To me and mine such coiufort ? But the band 
Of the oppressor smote us. There were shrieks^ 
And naked swords, and faces dark as gailt, 
A rush of feet, a bursting ibrth of flame, 
Curses, and crashing boards, and infant words 
Praying for mercy, and then childbh screams 
Of fear and pain. There were these the last 

night 
The white walls of my cottage stood ; they bound 
And flung me down beside the oak, to watch 
How the red fire gathered, like tbat of hell. 
There sprang one to the lattice, and leant fortb^ 
Gasping for the fresh air, — my own fair girl ! 
My only one ! The visionhaiints me still : 



THE COVENANTEU. 16 1 

The white am» raised to Heaven, and the hae 
hair, ^ 

Bright as the light beside it, stiff on the head 
XJpright, from terror. In th' accuned glare 
"We knew each other ; and I heard a cry 
Half lenderriess, half agony,_a crash,— 
The roof feil in,-I «w my chUd no more ! 
A cloud closed round me, a deep thundeinJoud, 
Half darkness and half fi«. Atlength sense 
caine^ 

With a remembVing like that which a dream 
JLeaves, of vague Horrors ; but the heavy chaiD, 
The loathsome straw which was mine ool y bed, 
The sickly light through the dim bars, the damp, 
The silence, wäre realities ; and then 
I lay on the cold stones, and wept aloud, 
And prayed the fever to retum again, 
And bring death with it. Yet did 1 escape -- 
Again I drank the fresh blue air of heaven/ 
And feit the sunshine laugh upon my brow • 
I thought then l would seek my desolate homc, 
And die where it had been. I reached the place : 
The ground was bare and scorched^ and in the 
midst 

Was a black heap of aahes. Frantickly 

02 
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I groped among them, ever and anon 
Meeting some human fragment, skulls and bones 
Shap^Ms and cinders, tili t ^revr a tnrl, 
A long aod beautifal cdrl of simnj hair, 
Stainless and golden, as faut theo jtiit aevered, 
A love-gift front the head : — I kdew tfae haip^ 
It was my daughter's ! There I stood^ aod 

hotrled 
Cursea iipon that night Tbefe came a voice, 
There came a gentle step :— even on that heap 
Of blöod and akhes did I kneel, and pour 
To tfae great God toy gratitude ! That cnrl 
Wa0 wet with tean of happiness ; that step^ 
That Toiody were sireet familiär ones,-— one cfafld| 
My eldest son^ was sent me from the grave ! 
That niglrt he had escaped. • . . 

We left th^ desolate Valley^ aAd we wem 
Together to the mountains and the woöds. 
And there inhabitäd in love and peace, 
Till a Mrong spiiit caAie apon men's hearts^ 
And roosed thetti to aveflge their many wrongs. 
Yet stood th()y not in haitle, and the arm 
Of the oppressor was at first too mighty« 
Albeit I have Üved to s^e their bonds 
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Reut like burnt fla]|, yet much of blood was spilt 
Or ever the deliverance was accomplished. 
IVe fled in the dark night. At length the mooB 
Rose on the midnight, — when I saw the face 
Of my last child was ghastly white, and set 
In the deatb«gony, and from his side 
T*he life> blood came like tears ; and then I 

prayed 
That he would rest and let me stanch the wound. 
He motioned me to fly, and then lay down 
Upon the rock, and died ! This is his grave, 
His home and mine. Ask ye now why I dwell 
lipon the rock, and loathe the vale beneatb ? 



THE IDIOT BOY. 



FOUNDED ON FACT. 



There 18 a litde Vale, made beautiful 
ßy its blue glidiDg river, aiid its fields 
Of tall green grass, wherein the lark has bullt 
Her little ones a nest ; its orchards hung 
With crimsoD fruit, ehernes like Beauty's lip. 
And apples like her cheek ; and more than all, 
Its lowly cottages, with their thatched roofe 
No higher than the wilding rose can reach :— 
There seems so much of quiet happiness 
In the white walls o'er which the honeysuckle 
Has wandered in its sweetness, and above 
The door has formed a porch, mixing its white 
And pink veined bunches with the scarlet flowers 
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And broad leaves of the bean ! A little 
From the ascending ground, is ooe thai Stands 
Close to the rest, yet difierent from them all,— 
Fat it is desolate !— *>tfafe boneysuckle 
I>arkens the broken lattices with boughs 
Heavy whh unpmned leaves $ the summer stock 
In the small garden of the flowers and frtiit 
Is trodden down and wasted, and the weeds 
Are many, like the evils of this World ; 
The stool, whereyet the straw hhre Stands, is left, 
Deserted by the bees, for the bindweed 
Has choked the entrance with its matted le^es 
And cold pale blossoms. . . It is Autumn noW| 
And all the trees are loaded ; saving one, 
Which Stands whh neither foliage, ftmi nor 

flowerS) 
Leafless and lifdess. And beside its trank 
There sits a palKd Boy, with thin white ups, 
Andy spectre-like, bis hahd is on a Dog 
As meagre as himself, the only thing 
That he will let to share bis solitude. 
This was ttot always so ; — when the last Spring 
Gave her first kiss to Somnier, there were none 
More happ^ than bis Father and that Boy, — 
He had a Father ihenl and there was not 
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A neater cottage, or a garden where 

Were fruit or flowers more plenty, in the vale* . 

They were not poor ;— can that be poverty 

Where each day brings its own ? there is no food 

Like that ourselves have gained^ do sleep like that 

Which is the rest of labour. It was worth 

A day of toil to sit, as they would sit, 

Through the long winter evenings^ by a fire 

Less brig^t than the glad face of the fair Child 

Who sat beside bis Father^ listening 

With eager eyes to the stränge tales which he^ 

A sai]or in bis youth, could teil ; or else^ 

In gentler tones, heard how bis Mother died 

The very day that first he lisped her name. 

And yet more pleasant on a summer eve 

To Sit in the cool shade of their own door, 

While fiowARO, quite forgetful of how tired 

He had been in the moming, would start up 

And join and win bis young companions' race^ 

His father watching, proud of each fleet step. \ 

They never seemed apart, for Edward was 

His own dear parent's shadow — labour was 

A pleasure by his side ; and oftentimes 

He would leave all his Sports, and fondly steal 

Tq bis most happy father, whose whole life 
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Was centred bot in his. There is no tie 
Liike that last holiest link of love, which binds 
Tbe lonely child to its more lonely parent 
One day young Edward sought the näghbouring 

town, 
With Charge and promise of a swift return ; 
And when the sunshine of a July noon 
Fell hot upon the earth, bis fatber left 
His solitary labour ; the blue sky 
Was darkened with a shadow, and the air 
Weighed heavy on the brow^ and made breath 

pain. 
He entered the low cottage to prepare 
Their misal for his tired boy, when suddenly 
He heard a soand of thunder froni the hills 
Roll o'er the Valley ; looklng out^ he saw 
A black cloud on the sun« While yet he gazed, 
Like an imprisoned spirit bursting fbrth, 
Swept a blue flood of lightning o'er the sky. 
His Edward— where was Edward ? out he rushed 
— Looked wistfuUy to the low garden gate, — 
Shouted — then Ibtened — ^till the heavy peal 
Echoed him as in mockery. On a rise, 
The limit of his little garden's Stretch^ 
There stood a cherry-tree^ now rieh with fruit, — 
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It overlooked the land for nules aroundy 
And from its branches he could see the ps^ 
Down whicb his child must come* He dimbed 

the tree^ 
But never looked around ; the holt came down 
And strack him in its anger> — he lay dead !— * 

The storm sank into silencei and the Boy, 
Drenched, but unharmed, came home ;--*with one 

light bound, 
Youth, health and haf^ipess Step on the wind. 
He sprang beneath the porch. Was it surprise, 
Cr fear, or augury, that oiade him tum 
Pale uDto sickness as he looked around ? 
The cottage was quite enipty, yet the door 
Was open wide, the rain bad washed the floor, 
The dinner lay untouchedy and on the hearth 
The embers had burnt out ; and, stranger stül, 
His father's hat hung up. And Edward cried 
Aloud in agony, and a long howl 
Answered him from the garden, and he ran, 
Led by the sound, — it was his dog had fo«iid 
His master's corpse, and Edward knew bis iather. 
Dim night feil round the Boy^^-^hopejoy^love, 

fear. 
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A.ncl every other flenae but memory, fM, 
Ajtid that chained, like a prisoner, to one thooght 
He spoke not, and knew no one, — ^took no food 
T*ill natural hunger made him ravenoug. 
And then he ate unthankfully, and showed 
No sign of notice to the hand which fed. 
He staid beneath that tree thro' heat, thro' cold ; 
For from the hour he saw bis father dead, 
He was an idiot ! 



FRAGMENTS. 



THE SOLDIER'S FUNERAL. 



And the muffled drum rolled od the air, 
Warrion with stately step were there ; 
Od eveiy arm was the black crape bound, 
£very carbioe was turned to the ground : 
Solemn the sound of their measured tread, 
As silent and slow they föllowed the dead. 
The riderless horse was led in the rear, 
There were white plumes waving over the hier $ 
Heimet and sword were laid on the paU| 
For it was a soldier's funeral. 

That soldier had stood on the battle-plain, 

Where every step was over the slain ; 

Bot the brand and the ball had passed him by, 

And he came to bis native land to die. 

'Twas hard to come to that native land, 

And not clasp one familiär hand ! 

p2 
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Twas hard to be numbered amid tfae dead^ 
Or ere he could hear bis welcome said ! 
But 'twas something to see its diffii once more, 
And to lay bis bones on bis own loved sbore ; 
To think tbat tbe friends of bis youtb imgiit weep 
(Ver tfae green grass turf of tbe soldier's sleep. 

The bugles ceased their wailing sound 
As tbe coffio was IoweM Jato tht pomi ; 
A volley was fired, aMesmg tüif 
Odc moment's pause-— and diey left dw dead !«^ 
I saw a poor ^md an äg&A maa 
His Step was feeble, bis Mp wie witti s 
He knelt bim down oa the new^rased Bwandy 
His face was bowedca Ike eald iam^ groond^ 
He raised hb bead, bis feani «6re doae>*-« 
Tbe fatber häd prayed o^er las ovfy ton i 



LINES 



WRirrEM UNOEE A HOTURE OF A OOU. BURSIKe A 

LOVE LETTER. 



The Bnes were llUed with musy a tcnder thiog^, 
All tbe impafiioiied houV» food onumming. 





I TooK the scroll : f /couI4 ofH hioq)^ 

An eye to g^ oq it, iave müiiie ; 
I coiüd not bcar afiotber's look , 

Should dwell upcf^^oxi« tb9l^t of thine, 
My lamp was l^mifii^bymj nde^ 

I heM llby M^qr ^ t^e Bfuiliei 
I marked the bl^ ^fft p'er it gUde, 

It did not eveßjip^ t^y qame. 
Soon the light jgppi|fi ^e en^ien past, 

I feit so 9a4M #f^ ^ die, 
So brigfat at fiift, sq 4vkft lafti 

I feared ixvm lo?«'s hi^tpiy. 



ARION. 



ATAtE. 



Tbk winds are high^ the clouds are dark, 
But 8tay not thou for ston», my bark ; 
What 18 the song of love to me^ 
Unheardy my sweet Eol^e, by thee ? 
Fair lips may smile, and eyes may shine ; 
But lip Dor eye will be like thine^ 
And every blush tfaat mantles faere 
But Images one more bright and more dear. 
My spirit of seng is langiiid and dead, 
If not at thine altar of beauty fed. 
Again I must listen thy gentle tone, 
And make its echo in music my own ; 
Again I must look on thy smile divine, 
Again I must see the red flowers twine 
Around my faarp, enwreathed by thine hand^ 
And waken its chords at my love'» command— 
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I have dwelt in a distant but kyvfiy pWee, 
And wofsb^ped maqy » Klidiant face ; 
And sipped the flowen from the pmi|^ wiae^ . 
But they were not sp sweßt S|8 one kias of thin^. 
I have \i^äDdered o'er laad, I have wa&dared o?6r 

sea, 
But my heart has ne'er waodered, EoMtM^ ttom 

thee. — 
And, Greece, my owb^ my glomua Umd ! 
I will take no laiirel butfvQm ttiy band* 
What b the ligfat of «i {Mjet's oamei 
If it IS not bis ,eo<iotiy tbal faallow« Us fame I 
Wbere may beflook for goet don ao fair , 
As the bonour and praise that await him tbere ! 
His namewUirbe l06t and bis gnve f<irgo<, 
If the tears of his country preaerve them^not ! 
• . •• Hcflaid bim on the da<4c to sleep. 
And pleasant washis rest^ and deop.; 
He boafd familiär voic^s speak^ 
He feh his love's btesttb on bis obeid^ ; 
He looked upoa bis own blue skies, 
Hesaw bis nativetempl08 rise : 
Even in droams be wifpt to see 
Whal he bad loved m tenderly- 
The sailors looked witbin the hold. 
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And envied him hu shining gold t 

They waked him, bade him mark the wäre, 

Aod Said 'twas for Arion's grave ! 

He watched each dark face that appeared, 

And saw eacb heart with gold was seared^ 

Then roused bis spirit's energy^ 

And stood prepared in pride to die ! 

He cast one look upon bis lyre-— 

He feit bis beart and band od fire, 

And prayed the slaves to let bim pour 

Hb spirit in its song once more ! 

He sung, — ^the notes at first \verelow, 

Like tbe wbispers of lovei or tbe breatbings of 

woe : 
Tbe waters were hosbed^ and tbe winds weie 

stayed, 
As be sang bis farewell to bis Lesbian maid !• 
Even bb murderers paused and wept^ 
But looked on tbe gold and tbeir purpose k^ 
More proudly be swept tbe cbords along^ 
'Twas tbe stirring burst of a battle fon^^ 
And witb tbe last close of bismartial strab 
He plunged witb bb lyre in tbe deep Mue maio ! 

. . . Tbetempestbasbnrstfromitsblackeiied 
dwelling, 
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The lightningls flashing, the waters are swelling 
In mountains crested with foam and with froth. 
And the wind has rushed like a giant forth ; 
The deck b all spray, the mast is shattered, 
The sailsy like the leaves in the autumn^ a» 

scattered ; 
The mariner 's pale with fear, for a grave 
Is in the dark bosom of every wave. 
The biUows rushed — one fearfal cry 
Is heard of human agony ! 
Another swell — no trace is seen 
Of what upon its breast has been ! . • . . 
But who is he, who o'er the sea 
Rides like a god triumphantly) 
Upon a dolphin ? All is calm 
Around — the air he breatfaes is balm, 
And quiet as beneath the sky 
Of bis own flowery Arcady ; 
And all grows peaceful as he rides 
His dolphin through the glassy tides ; 
And ever as he music drew' 
From bis sweet harp, a brightening hue, 
Like rainbow tints^ a gentle bound, 
Told how the creature loved the sound. 
AaioNy some god has watched over theo, 
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• 
And 8QTed thee alike ff om man and die sea. 

The night came on, a summer night, 

With snowy douds and soft starKght ; 

And glancii^ meteors, like the flash 

Sent from a Greek girPs daik eyelash 

O'er a sky as blue as her own \Aüe eyes^ 

Borne by winds as perfumed and üght as her sighs. 

The zenith moon was sheddmg hier llght 

In the silence and glory of deep nlidnight, 

When the voice of singing wasbeard from afar, 

Like the music that echoes a flüling star ; 

Andpresently came glidhig hy 

The Spirit of the melody : 

A radiant shape, her long gold hm 

Flew like a banner öh die air, 

Save one or two bright curls that fdl 

Like gems upon a neck whose sweD 

Rose like the doye's, when its mate^s caress 

b smoothing the soft plames in tendemess $ 

And one arm, white as the sea-spra^, 

Amid the chords of music lay. 

She swept the strings, and fined the while 

Her dark eye's tnld lüxoriant smil^ 

Upon AuoN ; aiid hfer lip, 

Like the first ßpritig rose that th6 bee can aip, 



Curled half ui tfae^piMe of it» tojv^Untw^ 
And half .wild aJiov#»«igh^«iVQlttptiic«iaiBeM- 

Xhere js ra voice of music .swolb 

In the 4M»an'0 ooni groves ; 
Sweet b tbe kasp in tbepmifly iiwUi^ 

Where tb»;ftt^ iefilhe «eft-omd üqvm« 
The a]}gvy:sU>iiQ whmitfolißMbo^Af 

At war with^ focaniii^ iwa^, 
Is soft' and loWiatdUiß'VPioeiof lonw^ 

Ere it reaofaiier.iipfMriSr.cavQ. 
When the sttuseeks^hi^flomiis rflst, 

And hisihfWPopa^^r'OOQaa &II9 
XheigdldaadvlhpTpäiiisQc^r^ead OB the west^ 

^Bbtightan iber nrjtstal ibd). 
The sands of «nther bveatte parfumc^y 

Gemiaediwhh peorb like tears of wow» 
Around in wroathe-^ white ^seshflofre» Uooip^ 

IChe .wavea in muilc flow. 
Ch3d of ithe Ijnee ! m aolitbts a spat 

That would suit a minstrel well ? 
Than haste thee andjbare Üiß seMnaidbrlpt, 

fifarilove^.aiid her c^avAivlt ceU. 
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Ariok scarcely heard the strain. 
Her song was lost, her smile was vaiD, 
He had a cbanu, all charms above, 
To guard hb heart — ^the charm of love. 
He floated on. The moming came, 
With lip of dew and cheek of flame ; 
He looked upon his native shore, 
Hb voyage, hb perilous voyage b o'er. 
There stood a temple by the sea, 
Raised to its queen, Amphitrite. 
Arion entered, and kneeling there 
He saw a girl, like spring-day fair, ^ 
Feeding with incense the sacred flaroe, 
And he heard her hymn, and it breäthed his oame. 
Oh, Love ! a wholelife is not worth thb bliss — 
"EohM has met her Arion's kiss ! — 
They raised an altar upon the sea-shore. 
And every spring they covered it o'er 
With fruits of the wood and flowers of the field^ 
And the riebest perfiimes that the East could 

yield ; 
And as the waves roUedyUiey kfielt by the side, 
And poured their hymns to the Queen of the Tide. 



IVIANMADIN, THE INDIAN CUPID 

FLOATIK« DOWN THE GANGES.* 

There is darkness on the sky, 
And the troubled waves run higb^ 
And the Hghtning flash b breaking, 
And the thunder peal is waking ; 
Reddening meteors, stränge and bright, 
Gross the rainbow's timid light, 
As if mingled hope and fear, 
Storm and sunshine, shook the sphere. 
Tempest winds nish fierce along, 
Bearing yet a sound of song ; 
Music 's on the tempest's wing, 
Wafting thee, young Manmadin ! 



* Oamdco, or Blanmadin, the Indian Cupid, is pictured in 
Ackermanns pretty work on Hlndostan in another form. He is 
riding a green parrot, his bow of sugar-cane, the cord of bees, 
and bis arrows all siHts of ilowers ; but one alone b headed, 
and tbe head covered with honey-comb. 
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Piliowed on a lotin flower 
Gathered in a summer hour, 
Rides he ö'er the mountain wave 
Which would be a tall ship's grave ! 
At his back bis bow is slung^ 
Sugar-cane, with wild bees strung^ — 
Bees beiv Wi^ üble bodSl-of spring, 
Yet with each a deadly stiog ;— 
Grasping in his infant hand 
Arrows in their silken band^ 
Each made of a signal flower^ 
Emblem of its varied power ; 
Some formed of the sitver leaf, 
Of the almond) biight and brief, 
Just a frail and lovely thing, 
For but one hour's flourishing $ 
Others, on whose shaft there glows 
The red beauty of the rose ; 
Some in spring's half-folded bloom, 
Some in summer's füll perfume ; 
Some with withered leaves and sere, 
Falling with the falling year ; 
Some bright with the rainbow-dyes 
Of the tulip's vanities $ 
Some, boand with thö liljr's foell^ 
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Breathe of love that dares not teil 

Its sweet feelings ; the dark leaves 

Of the esignum, whicli grieves 

Droopingly^ round sam<e were bound ; 

Other» were with tendrils wound 

Of the green and laughing vine^ — 

And the barb was dipped in wine. 

But all these are summer ilb, 

Like the tree whose stem distils 

Balra beneath its pleasant shade 

In the wounds its thorns have made. 

Though the flowers may fade and die^ 

'Tis but a light p€»nalty. 

All these bloom-clad darts are meant 

But for a short4ived content ! 

Yet one arrow has.a power 

Lasting tili life's lat^st hour — 

Weary day and sleepless night^ 

Lightning gleams of fierce delight, 

Fragrant and yet poisoned sighs, 

Agonies and ecstasies ; 

Hopes, like fires amid the gloom, 

Lighting only to consume f 

Happiness one hasty draught^ 

And the lip has venom quaffed. 
q2 
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Are lipon tiiat honited i^mA ! 
It has mad6 ^tbe tMr#iiled4diig 
Craadk bencmh lib'iuflfet^fig ; 
Made tke toetuiy^ uke^k Tbtiii^liafo 
Than ^die Mdi^gi of 4i0r 'veil >, 
Like a'cliild'thetoUier 4u«0d 
Who had modced «t^fiame w*9Mä ; 
Bade tfiec6reaof gittiftM'tiim 
On the])riy«ni 4Ma«tti, sttd^thefe %iini ; 
A witond, a Ml^t, aounto, a idwOb, 
Boirlng yoabjgr heitftsto^^ tönolb ! 
IV eil may Storni beöti ihfc «1^, 
Andnlie waters rdU ^«i4ii^, 
When MjiamAUiV'ptUMB^. 
Earth below^^mid faeaif««! «bove, 
Well may^bettd^to^lhee, öh Lrove^ 



THE PEMAL£ OONVICT* 



Shk sliflulkifram all, andinr akot nood 
Made ker wish oidy fbr solilaäb : 
Her eye sougbt thenround, asit could not brodc, 
For innennost shame, on another's to look ; 
And the^clieeriligs biaotafeH feil ob her ear 
Liike deadliMt ^ordsy Ihal were cursesto faetr ! — 
She still wes young, aad ahe had been fair ; 
But weaA o T'rtMBg, hungere teil, and care, 
That frost and fever iSmi wear tfae Imbi^ 
Had made ihe cobtira'of yomh depart 
From the sidlow cheek, save over h caaw 
The hnmiiig flnsh efihe ^fpinfs ahaaoe. 

They were lailiaf «eW the ^t «e^^baai, 
Far fMMB ktar omm t ry , far fipoB ker home $ 
And aU Aft fad Mt fiv ihnr finoidB to keap 
Was a name^eJuda^iatid AflMBHvytoaiie^J 
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And her future held forth bot the felon's lot, ^ 
To live forsaken — to die forgot I 
She could not weep^ and she could not pray, 
But she wasted and withered from day to day, 
Tili yoa might have counted each sunken veio 
When her wrist was prest by the iron chain ; 
And sometimes I thoaght her large dark eye 
Häd the glisten of red insanity. 

She called me once to her sleeping-place ; 
A Strange, wild look was upon her face, 
Her eye flashed over her cheek so white, 
Like a gravestone seen in the'pale möonlight, ^ 
And she spoke in a low, unearthly tone — 
The sound from mine ear hath nerer gone f 
*^ I had last night the loveliest dream : 
^^ Mine own land shone in the summier foeam^ 
<^ I saw the fields of the golden grain^ 
^ I heard the reaper's harvest-strain ; 
^^ There stood on the hills the green pine4ree, 
*^ And the thrush and the lark saiig menrily. 
^ \ long and a weary way I had come ; 
'^ But I stopped, methought, by mine own sweet . 

home. 
^^ I stood by the hearth, and my father sat tbere. 
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^ With pale, thin face, and snow-white hair ! 

^^ The Bible lay open upon bis knee, 

** But he closed the book to welcome me. 

^ He led me next where my inother lay, 

*^ And togcther we knelt by her ^rave to pray, 

'^ And heard a hymn it was heaven to hear, 

'^ For it echoed one to my yoang days dear. 

^^ This dream has waked feelings long, long since 

fled, 
^< And bope» which I deemed in my heart were 

dead ! 
« — We have not spoken, but still I have bung 
<< On the northem accents that dwell on tbjT 

tongue ; 
^* To me they are music, to me they recal 
** The tbings long hidden by Memory 's pall ! 
^< Take this long curl of yellow hair, 
^^ And give it my father, and teil him my prayer, 
" My dying prayer, was for htm.'' . . . 

Next day 
Upon the deck a coffin lay ; 

They raised it up, and like a dirge 

1 he heavy gale swept o'er the stirge ; 

The corpse was cast to the wind and waye— ' 

The convict has foand m the gr^en sea a grave« 
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YouE skies are blue, your sud is bright ; 
But sky nor sud has that sweet light 
Which gleamed upon the summer sky 
Of my own lovely Italy ! 
'Tis long since I have breathed the air, 
Whichy fiUed with odours, floated there, — 
Sometimes in sleep a gale sweeps by, 
Rieh with the rose and myrtle sigh ; — 
'Tis long since I have seen the vine 
With Autumn's topaz Clusters shine ; 
And watched the laden branches bending, 
And heard the vintage songs ascending ; 
'Tis very long since I have seen 
The ivy's death-wreath, cold and green, 
Hung round the old and broken stone 
Raised by the hands now dead and gone ! 
I do remember one lone spot, 
By most unnoticed or forgot — 
Would that I too recalled it not ! 
It was a little temple, gray, 
With half its piilars worn away, 
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No roof left, but one cypress-tree 

Flinging its brancfaes mournfully : 

In ancient days this was a shrine 

For goddess or for nympfa divine. 

And sometimes I have dreamed I heard 

A Step soft as a loveFs word, 

And caught a perfume od the air^ 

And saw a shadow glidiog fair, 

Dim, sad as if it came to sigh 

O'er thoughts, and things^and times passed by ! 

Od one side of the temple stood 

A deep and soHtary wood, 

Where chesnuts reared their giant length, 

And mocked the fallen columns' strength ; 

It was the lone wood-pigeon's home, 

And flocks of them would ofttimes come. 

And, lighting on the temple, pour 

A cooing dirge to days no more ! 

And by its side there was a lake 

With only snow-white swans to break, 

With ebon feet and silver wing 

The quiet waters' glittering- 

And when sometimes, as eve closed in, 

I waked my lonely mandolin, 

The gentle birds came gliding near, . 

As if they loved that song to hear. 
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'Tis pasty 'tk füiak, my faappine« 
Was all too pure aad panioideas ! 
I waked fro« iGiim and pleasantidmajiui 
To watch ibe mcirniiig'« eaolieat giaaiMj 
WanderMg with iligbt feet 'mid tke dam^ 
Till my cheek caught itaivoay ihue ;; 
And when uprose the brif kueyed mooB, 
I sorrowed day was done so som ; 
Save that I loved liiesvie^'Stariiglity 
Thesafty Ihe tkappy sleap «f aigbt ! 

Time has changed since, and I bave wept 
The day away ; and wheD I sieypt, 
My si^epii^g ey€s>cea&ed onat tbqir tears,; 
And jealoutiüiefii, güiefs, hoypes^ aiMi feara, 
Even lin aluwkber ineld tli^ir mgo. 
And gnawed «my heai^, and rack«d j»y tbcwn { 
Oh much. — most 'witboiung 'tis tto feel 
The hours lihe tguUty isroaäwes steal, 
To wiah ibe iRearyiday wm paat« 
And yet to havß o^ bope at ilast l 
All 's in that curse, i^ugbt else.alJ^ve, 
That feil w one-^bßliray^ X^s ! 

There was a stranger sought our Jand, 
A youth, who with a painter*s band 
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Xraced our Bweei Valleys «nd cur vines^ 
*The iDoonligbt im ihe hiiiied «shiinesy 
And DOW and iben ibe forow tif fieari 
And black eyes of tbe peasant gifl ; 
We met and loved — ah ! «ven now 
My pulse throl»s to recall that vow 
Our first ]us9 sealed, we stood beneaüi 
The cypress-tree's fuaereal wreatb, 
That temple's roof. But what thought I 
Of aught like evil augury ! 
I only lelt bis buruiDg »gbs, 
I only looked witbin bis eyes, 
I saw no dooming star above, 
Tbere is such happuaess in love I 
I left, witb bim, my native shore, 
Not as a bride who passes o'er 
Her fatber's tbresbold witb bis blessiag, 
Witb flowers strown and frknds caressmg, 
Kind words, and purest hope to cbeer 
The basbfalness of maiden fear ; 
But I — I fled as culprits %, 
By night, watched on^ by one eye 
Wbose look was all the world to nc^ 
And it met mine so tenderly, 
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I thought not of tbe days to come, 
I thought not of my own sweet home^ 
Nor of mme aged fatheFs scmtow, — 
Wild love takes no thought for to-morrow. 
I left my home, and I was left 
A stranger in this land, bereft 
Of even hope ; there was not one 
Familiär face to look upon. — 
Their speech was stränge. This penalty 
Was meet ; but surely not from thee, 
False love ! — 'twas not for thee to break 
The heart but sullied for thy sake ! — 

I could have wished once more to see 
Thy green hills, loveliest Italy ! 
I could have wished yet to have hung 
Upon the music of thy tongue ; 
I could have wished thy flowers to bloom — 
Thy cypress planted by my tomb ! 
This wish is vain, my grave must be 
Far distant from my own country ! 
I must rest here. — Oh lay me th'en 
By the white church in yonder glen ; 
Amid the darkening elms, it seems^ 
Thus silvered over by the beams 
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Of the pale moon, a very sfarine 
For wounded hearts — ^it sball be mioe ! 
There is one corner, green and lone, 
A dark yew over it has thrown 
Long, night-like boughs ; 'tis thickly set 
With primrose and with violet. 
Their bloom 's now past ; bat in the spring 
Tbey will be sweet and glistening. 
There is a bird, too, of your clime, 
That sings there in the winter time ; 
My funeral hymn bis song will be, 
Which there are none to chant, save he. 
And let there be memoria] noDe, 
No name upon the cold white stone : 
The only heart where I would be 
Remembered, is now dead to me l 
I would not even have him weep 
O'er bis Italian love's last sleep. 
Oh, tears are a most worthless token, 
When hearts tbey would have soothed are 
broken ! 



tNEZ. 

1 

I 

AlM ! that ckrads fhoold erer steal 

O^er Love's delicioui fky ; 
That enr Love*« sweet Up should feel 

Aaffht bat tbe gratlsat ilgh ! 

Love is a peari of porett lioe, 

Bnt stonoy wa^es are round ii ; 
And dearly may a woman nie 

The baur that flnt she found it 



The Ups that breathed this song were fair 
As those the rose-touched Houries wear. 
And dimpled by a smile, whose spell 
Not even sighs could quite dispel ; 
And eyes of that dark azure light 
Seen only at the deep midnight ; 
A cheek, whose crimson hues seemed caugbt 
Erom the first tint by April brought 
To the peach-bud ; and clouds of curl 
Over a brow of blue-veined pearl, 
Falling like sunlight, just one shade 
Of chesnut on its golden braid. 
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Is she not all too fair to weep ? 

Those young eye» should be closed in sleep, 

Dreaming tbose dreams tbe moonli^t brings, 

When the dew falls and tbe nigbtingale sings : 

Dreams o( a word, of a look, of a sigb, 

Till tbe cbeek bums and the beart beats bigh. 

But Inez sits and weeps in her bower, 

Pale as tbe gleam on tbe white orange-flower^ 

And counting the wearying moments o'er 

For bis return^ wbo retums no more ! 

There was a time — a time o*" bliss, — 
When to have met bis Inbz' kiss, 
To but look in her deep-blue eye, 
To breathe tbe air sweet with her sigh, 
Young Juan would have urged bis steed 
With the ligbtning of a lover's speed, — 
Ere she should have shed one single tear, 
Ile had courted danger^ and smiled at fear ; 
But be had parted m bigh disdain, 
And sworn to dash from bis beart tbe chain 
Of one wboy be said, was too ligbt to be 
Holy and pure in her constancy. 
Alas ! that woman^ not content 
With her peculiar elemcnt 
r2 
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Of gentle love, sfarMild ever tiy 
The meteor spells crf vanity f 

Her worid should be of love akme^ 

Of oae fofid faeart, and only ooe. 

For heardeas flattery^ and «ghs 

And lookt faise as the rainbow's djes^ 

Are very worthlesa. And that mom 

Had Jüan from his Inez bome 

All woman's prettiness of scom ; 

Had watcbed for heraverted eye 
In vain, — had seen a rival nigh 
And smiled npon : he willdy swore 
To look on die false one no more, 
Who thus could trifle, thus could break 
A fond heart for the triuroph's sake.~ 
And yet she loved him,— oh f how well, 
Let woman's own fond spirit teil. 
When the warriors met in thcir high career, 
Went not her heart along with his spear ? 
The dance seemed sad, and the festival dim, 
If her band was unclaimed by bim ; 
Waked she her lute, if it breathed not bis name? 
Lay she in dreams, bnt some thought of bim 
came ? 
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"No flowersy no smfles, were on life's dall tide^ 

When JuAK was not by his Inez' side. 

And yet th^y parted ! Still there cHngs 

An eartli4(tain to the fairest things ; 

And love, that most delicious gift 

Upon life's shrine of sorrow left, 

Has its own sbare of suffering : 

A shade falls from its radiant wing, 

A spot steals o'er its sunny brow. 

Fades tfae rose-lip's witching glow. 

'Tis well — for earth were too like heaven^ 

If length of life to love were given. 

He has left the land of the ehesnut and lime 
For the eedar and rose of a southern cliaie^ 
With a pilgrim's vow and a soldier's brand, 
To fight in the wars of the Holy Land. 
No colours are placed on bis heim beside, 
No lady's scarf o'er bis neck is tied^ 
A dark plume alone does young Juan wear n— 
Look where warriors are thickest, that phune 

will be there. 
But what has farae to do with pne 
Whose light and hope of fame are gooe ? 
Oh, fame is as the moon above^ 
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Whose sun of light and life is love. 

There is more ia the smile of one gentle eye- 

Than the thousaod pages of history $ 

There is more in the spell of one slight gaxe, 

Than the loudest plaudits the crowd can 

Take the gems in glory's coronal. 

And one smile of heauty is worth them alL 

He was not lonely quite,-*« shade, 
A dream, a fancy, round him played ; 
Sometimes low, at the twilight hour. 
He heard a voice like that whose power 
Was on lüs heart : it sang a strain 
Of those whose love was fond, yet vain z 
Sweet like a dream, — yet none roight say 
Whose was the voice, or whose the lay. 
And once, when wom with toil and care. 
All that the soldier has to hear, 
With none to soothe and none to bless 
His hour of sickly loneliness, 
When, waked to consciousness again, 
The fire gone from his heart and brain, 
He could remember some fiur thing 
Around his pillow bovering ; 
Of white arnis in whose clasp he slept ; 
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Of young blue eyes that o'er him wept ; 
How, when on the parched lip and hrow 
Burnt the red fever's hottest glow, 
Some one had brought dew of the spring, 
With woman's own kind solacing. 
And he had heard a voice, whose thrill 
Was echoed by his bosom still. 
It was not hers — it could but be 
A dream, the fever's fantasie. . . . 

Deadly has been the fight to-day ; 

Bat now the infidels give way, 

And cimetar and turbaned band 

Scatter before the foeman's band ; 

And in the rear, with sword and spur^ 

Follows the Christian conqueror. 

And one dark chief rides first cf all — 

A warrior at his Festival — 
Chasing his prey, tili none are near 
To aid the single soldier's spear, 
Save one slight boy. Of those who flew» 
Three turn, tbe combat to renew : 
They fly, but death is on the field^-r 
That page's breast was /uan's sbield. 
He bore the boy where, in the shade 
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Of the green palm^ a fountain made 

Its pleasant inusic ; tenderly 

He laid his head upon his knee, 

And from the dented heim UDrolied 

The blood-stained curls of summer gold* 

Knew he not then those deep-bloe eyes, 

That lip of rose, and smiles, and sighs ? 

His Inez ! — his !-~could this be her, — 

Thus for his sake a wanderer ! — 

He spoke not — moved not — but säte there, 

A Statue in his cold despair, 

Watching the lip and cheek decay, 

As faded life's last hue away, 

While sbe lay sweet and motionless, 

As only faint with happiness. 

At length she spoke, in that sweet tone 

Woman and love have for their own : 

" This is what I have prayed might be — 

^' Has death not sealed my truth to thee ?^ . 

A cypress Springs by yonder grave. 
And music from the fountain wave 
Sings its low dirge to the pale rose 
That, near, in lonely beauty blows. 



INEZ* 
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Two lovers sleep beneath. Ob^ sweet, 
Even in tbe grave, it is to meet ; 
Sweet even tbe death-coücb of stone, 
Wben shared with some beioved one i 
And sweeter than life tbe silent rest 
Of Inez on ber Juan's breast. 



THE EMERALD RING. 



A 8UPERSTITI0N. 



It is a gern which hath the power to sfaow 
If plighted lovers keep their faith or no : 
If faithfuly it is like the leaves of spring ; 
If faithless, like those leaves when witheriog. 
Take back again your emerald gern, 

There is no colour in the stone ; 
It niight have graced a diadem, 

Bat nov its hue and light are gone ! 
Take back your gift, and ^ve me mine — 
The kiss that sealed our last love-vow ; 
Ah, other lips have been on thine, — 
JVfy kiss is lost and sullied now ! 
The gern is pale, the kiss forgot. 

And, more than either, you are changed ; 
But my true love has altered not, 
My heart is broken — not estranged ! 



THE VIOLET. 



ViOLBTS !— <leep-blue Tioleti ! 

AfNTil's loveliest coronets ! 

There are bo flowers grow in dw valey 

Kissed by the dew, wooed by the galcy-— 

None by the dew of the twilight wet. 

So sweet as the deep-blue violet ! 

I do rraaember how sweet a breath 

Came with the azure ligbt of a wreath 

That huBg round the wild harp's golden chords, 

Which rang to my dark-eyed lover's words. 

I have Seen that dear harp^rolled 

With gems of the East and bands of gold ; 

But it never was sweeter than when set 

With leaves of the deep-blue violet ! 

And when the grave shall open for nie^ — 

I Gare not how soon that tkne raay be,— 

Never a rose shall grow on that tomb, 

It breathes too much of hope and of bloom ; 

But liiere be that flower's meek regret, 

The bending and deep-blue violet ! 



CHANGE. 

And this is what is left of youth I . . « 
There were two boys, who were bred up together^ 
Shared the sam« bed, and fed at the sanie board ; 
Each tried the other's sport, from their first chace, 
Young hunters of the butterfly and bee, 
To when they followed the fleet hare^ and tried 
The swiflness of the bird« They lay beside 
The silver trout-stream^ watching as the sun 
Played on the bubbles ; shared each in the störe 
Of either's garden ; and together read 
Of him, the master of the desert isle, 
Till a low hut, a gun, and a canoe^ 
Bounded their wishes. Or if ever came 
A thought of future days, 'twas but to say 
That they would share each other's lot, and do 
Wonders, no doubt. But this was vain : they 

parted 
With promises of long remembrance, words 
Whose kindness was the heart's^ and those wirm 

tears, 
Hidden like shame by the young eyes whicb shed 

theniy * * / 
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But which are thought upon in after-years 

As what we would give worlds to shed once more. 

They met again, — but different from themselves, 
At least what each remembered of themselves : 
The one proud as a soldler of his rank. 
And of his many battles ; and the other 
Proud of his Indian wealth, and of the skill 
And toil which gathered it ; each with a brow 
And heart alike darkened by years and care. 
They met with cold words, and yet colder looks : 
Each was changed in himself, and yet each thought 
The other only changed^ himself the sanie. 
And coldness bred dislike, and rfvalry 
Game like the pestilence o'er soroe sweet thoughts 
That lingered yet^ heahhy and beautiful, 
Anaid dark and unkindly ones. And they, 
Whose boyhood had not known one jarring word, 
VVere strangers in their age : if their eyes met, 
'Twas but to look contempt, and when they 

spoke, 
Their Speech was wormwood ! . . . . 
. . . . And this, this is life ! 



THE GREY CROSS. 



A ORET crow Stands beneath yon old beech tree ; 
It marks a soldier's and a maiden's grave : 
Around it is A grove of orange-ü^ees, 
With silver blossoma and with golden fruiL 
It was a Spaniardy whom he saved from death, 
Raised that cross o'er the gallant Englishmaii» 

He left home a yoang soldiei*^ fuU of h<^ 
And enterprise ; — he fei) in bis first field ! 
There came a lovely pilgrim to bis tomb, 
The blue-eyed girl, bis own betrotbed bride^'— 
Pale, delicatOy — one looking as the gale 
That bowed the rose could sweep her from the 

earth. 
Yet sbe had left her home^ where every look 
Had been watched, oh, so tenderly ! — and rail^. 
Long weary miles, had wandered. When she 

came 
To tbe dim shadow of the aged beech, 
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She was worn to a shadow ; colourless 
Tlie cheek once dyed by her owq mountain-rose. 
She reached the grave, and died upon the sod ! 
They laid her by her lover : — and her tale 
Is oHen on the songs that the guitar 
£choes in the lime Valleys of Castile ! 



SONG. 

Plbdoi not that sparkling bowl 

To Memory, to Love, to Me ; 
I lay no spell upon thy soul 

Mid revelry : 
But when thy wreath is dead. 

And the dancers have left the hall, 
When the song and thelight|[ are fled, 

Oh then recall 
One, whose fate is also gloom, 

Withered and darkened and lone ; 
Bot whose heart was all light and bloom, 

When first thine own. 
s2 



CRESCENTIUSw 



I LOOKED upon his brow, — no sign 

Of guilt or fear was there ; 
He stood as proud by that death-shiine 

As even o'er Despair 
He had a power ; in his eye 
There was a quenchless^energy, 

A spirit that could dare 
The deadliest form that Death could take 
And dare it for the daring's sake. 

He stood^the fetters. on his band,«— 

He raised.them haughtily ; 
And had that grasp been on the brand, 

It could not wave on high 
With freer pride than it waved now. 
Around helookedwilliichangBless brow 

On many a torture ni|^h : 



^1 
« 



The rack> tllvcIiaiii^.iiMi vmtf tbtf whcttly 
Andy worat of all^ hikowB ved'slBel:. 

I saw him oiweilMfare ;. heioda 

Upon a coal-black stee^ 
And tens oftlunmnAi thrangedilhftmirff 

And bade thein wander apciedii 
His heim, bis breast-plate, were of gold. 
And graved viritb many a dent that told 

Of many a soldier's deed ; 
Tbe sun sbone on his sparkling mail. 
And danced^hi^ snow^l^ume cm^tHe gtHk, 

But now be stood cbained and alone, 

The beadsman by Uis sid&; 
The plume, theUeMn, tUe clrarg^r^göiMf ; 

The sword'wtticK had^dbff^' 
The mightiest, lay broken'near ; 
And yet no sign or souadrof.fear. 

Game from thattUp^ of.pnde ^ 
And never king, onconqperoi^s hraw 
Wore higher loQk.thacuhis.did now. 

He bent beneath the Headsman'i strdbe 
With an uncoverfid ey^ ; 
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A wild flhoiit firöiu the numben broke 

Who thronged to see bim die. 
It was a people's loud acclaim, 
Tbe voice of anger aod of shame^ 

A natioo's funeral cry, 
Rome's wail above ber only son^ 
Her patriot and her latest one. 



.'•• 



LOVE, HOPE, AND BEAUTY. 

XovB may be increased by fears, 

May be fuined witb sighs, 
Nurst by fancies, fed by doubts ; 

But witbout Hope it dies ! 

As in the far Indian isles 

Dies the young cocoa-tree, 
Unless within the pleasant shade 

Of the parent plant it be : 
So Love may spring up at first, 

Lighted at Beauty's eyes ;^- 
But Beauty is not all its life, 

For witbout H'ope it dies. 



ON A STAR. 



Bbautiful Star that art wandering throogb 

The midnight ocean's waves of blue ! 

I have watched siDce thy first pale ray 

Rose on the farewell of suiniiier*s day, — 

From thy first sweet shine on the twilight hour^ 

To thy present blaze of beauty and power I 

Would t could read my destiny^ 

Lovely and glorious star, in thee ! 

Yet why sbould I wish ? — I know too well 

What thy tablet of light would teil ! 

What, ob what, could I read there, 

But the depths of Love's despair,-— • 

Blighted feelings, like leaves that fall 

The first from April^s coronal,-« 

Hopes like meteors that shine and depart — 

Ad early grave, and a broken heart ! 



THE OAK. 



. . . It is the«last survivor of a race 
Strong in their forest-pride when I was young. 
I can remember when, for miles around. 
In place of those smooth meadows and com-fields 
There stood ten thousand tall and stately trees^ 
Such as had braved the winds of March, the holt 
Sent by the summer lightning, and the snow 
Heaping for weeks their boughs. Even in the 

depth 
Of bot July the glades were cool ; the grass, 
Yellow and parched elsewhere; grew long and 

fresh, 
Shading wild strawberries and violets, 
Or the lark's nest ; and overhead the dove 
Had her lone dwelling, paying for her home 
With nielancholy songs ; and scarce a beech 
Was there without a honey-suckle linked 



i 
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Around with its red tendrils and pink flowen ; 
Or girdled by a brier rose, whose buds 
Yield fragrant harvest for the höney-bee. 
There dwelt the last red deer, those antlered 

kings. . • . 
But this is as a dream, — the ploogh bas passed 
Where the stag bounded, and the day bas looked 
On the green twilight of the forest-trees. 
This Oak bas no companion f . . . 



SONG. 

Farbwbll ! — and never tbiok of me 

In lighted hall or lady's bower ! 
Farewell ! — and never think of me 

In spring sunshine or summer bour ! — 
But when you see a lonely graVe, 

Just where a broken beart might be, 
With not one mourner by.its sod, 

Then — and then only-»THiNK of ms I 



HOME. 



I LEFT my home ;— 'twas in a litde vale^ 
Sheltered from snow-storms by the sts^tely pines ; 
A smaU dear river wandered quietly, 
Its smooth waves only cut by the Ught barks 
Of fishers, and but darkened by the shade 
The willows flung, when to the southern wind 
They threw their long green tresses. On the slope 
Were five or siz white cottages, whose roofs 
Reached not to the laburnum's height, whose 

bough s 
Shook over them bright showers of golden bloom 
Sweet silence reigned around : — no other sound 
Game on the air, than when the shepherd made 
The reed-pipe nidely musical^ or notes 
From the wild birds, or chlldren in their play 
Sending forth shouts or laughter. Strangers came 
Rarely or never near the lonely place. . . • 
I went into far coantries. Years past by^ 
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But 8Ü1I that vale in silent beauty dwelt 
IVithin my memory. Home 1 came at last 
I stood upon a moantain height, aad looked 
Into the vale below ; and smoke arose^ 
And heavy sounds ; and thro' the thick dim air 
Shot blackened torrets, and brick walls, and roofs 
Of the red tile. 1 entered in the streets : 
T*here were ten thoüsand hurrying to and fro ; 
And masted vessels stood upon the river. 
And barges sullied the once dew-clear srtream. 
Where were the willows^ where the cottages ? 
I sought my horae ; I sought and fonnd a city^ — 
Alas ! Ibr the grieen Valley ! 



T. 



IMIAMATIC S^NE. 



lANTHS. 

• • - 

I can but weep your welcoipe^ oh ipy own. 
Dear warjrior !| 

GUIDO. 

Look upoQ yoi| pale lope star^— 
Did I not say, when like.a siqilQ it c^pCj^ 
My sweet Ianthe^ on the heart-wrung teara 
Of the last time we met here, that its light 
Was hope's fair message, and that w& shouid 

meet 
As we are meeting now ? 

lANTRE. 

How I have watched 
That silent star, and soothed me with thethought 
That you were watching too ! The day passM by, 
Languid and listless : but when evening came, 
It was asa new spirit rose within me, 
Or I but lived when worshiping that star. 
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Guido. 
I cannot teil tliee, love^ how long t thought 
My weary absence in the stranger's land^ 
Without one thing to which thy love was linkeS 
By old remembrance, — not one object gave 
Tfae Image of thy beauty : here, each tree, 
£ach flower^ recalls thee in associate sweetness. 
This rose-tree is a favourite, the next 
Was planted by your band ; your fairy feet 
Have left their slight impress on yonder turf ; ^ 
All round, the odour of your presence breathes ; 
Although tfae violet be gone, yet still 
Its perfume lingers on the air, — and dear, 
Soothing, these recoUections are to love. 
£ut the heart feels so desolate, when all 
That memory fondly treasures b afar — 
Oh this is absence ! 

lANTHE. 

Nay,nay, I must claim 
My own füll share of sorrow. Do you thinks 
That it was nothing to look round and see 
Every thing changed, yet still the very same, 
Then feel the change was in my heart ? to live 
'Mid doubts, anxieties, and feverish hopes, 
And such soul sickening fears ? I heard the fleet 
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Had left Dalmatia ; an4 that very day 

How dark the tempest gathered o'er the sky— * 

The wind €ame like a giant io its strefigth, 

The forest pines were bowed down to the ground, 

The oaky whicb had for ages stood, where sieep 

My ancestors — ^the sign our banners Eear— 

Was blasted by the lightniog, and all said 

Some doomedill was hanging o'er our race. 

I only thought of thee : all day J sat 

And watched the crashing trees, the flooded 

plains ; 
The night came on — ^the storm was at its worst, 
The thunder shook the earth, — and then the flash 
Glared like an angry demon, and more deep 
And black became the moonless heaven ; fierc6 

gales 
Went shrieking by, — in every gust I heard 
The cry of drowning wretches, the last scream 
Heard 'mid the closing waters. 

GUIDO. 

Why, thou'rt pale ! 
1 müst not let remembered fears thus blanch 
Thy cheek, mine own Ianthe ; we will talk 
Of nothing bat sweet fancies, pleasant hopes. 
Ob mar*k how placidly the moonlight falls 



Overtbai Jasmine lydace, wherethe rose 
Sits iike a qiieeny widiliiar pe^rl^rown of dew ; 
Its moss and viokt «eat «fsui made far lov«. 
Come, Sit thee m.tbe shade^aad letme teU 
Of a^feff spoty^whicb haa beon in my draams 
siaca I Iwve seea it 



lANTHE. 

Nay, Guido, now 
Prepare thee for reproach : what, think and dream 
Of any thing but me ? I am a miser 
Of all thy thoughts and words^ and looks and 

feelings — 
Oh, I am jealous of a leaf, a'tfower, 
A song, a star, if much thought on by thee ! 

. GUIDO. 

But that swciet »pot was ?acf«d, love^ to thee, 

Thou wen^e deity.i>f its gje^n beauty : 

Its solitu^e wa& giyqa ,to fond di]^anis, 

A knrer's d^^ams of.ftl^ee* It w.£^ a dell 

Just mid^vKay n^ a wood-girtmounUin ; oaks^ 

Beecfaes, and darkling chesnuts, and old pines, 

Amid wbose leaves the wind was musical, 

Guarded it round } saye in pne 9pen jplace, 

t2 
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A rocky point, from whence the eye miglit rovc ^ 
O'er cornfields in tbeir yellow wealth, o'm' plak» 
Where wandered a fair river, olive groves^ 
The sun-tipt minarets, some cottages, 
Heaths wandering off in barrenaess, yet swe^ 
With bee^ougbt wild flowen, juflt a sbadowy 

glance 
Of a far city with fall batüements ; 
And to the east was spiead the glorious «ea, 
Bounded and canopied by the blue sky : — 
There is no entranc^ but by a reugb path 
Thro' the black forest, nartow and scarce known ; 
When suddenly tbegloomy trees ^ve way, 
And azure gleamings come through the soft boughs 
Of white-flowered myrtles and the pink acacia^ 
And the glade is illumined suddenly 
By blushes from ten thousand crimson roses, 
Nature's own beautiftd and fri^ptuit lamps ; 
And there is turf beneath, soft scented turf, 
Mingled with thyme and violets. My Ianths, 
What a sweet home we might find there ! 

lANTHS. 

Dear Guido> 

I should be happy as the lark at mornii^. 
I do love the fresh air, the pleasant buds, 
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The song of the glad birds, the forest tree§ : 
The lights, the music of the carnival, 
With its gay maskefs, with its conrtly feaBts, 
Its s^ices firwB the east, its Indian gold, 
Are nothing worth the pageantry of sununer ! 
There are no peark like lilies. 

GUIDO. 

Ah, my lifo, 
Flowefs are all the jewels I can give theo ; 
I have no Castle, in whose stately halls 
Vassak or kinsmen wait to welcome thee. 

lANTHB. 

Oh, Love asks nothing but the faeart 

ENTBK COUNT MANFKBD, UNPEKCBIVED. 

MANPRBD. 

My daugbter ! ah, and listening to some lover ! 

GUIDO. 

My history is slight : I am the chitd 
Of sorrow and of shame. I can recall 
Only a humble home, and but one parent«- 
My solitary mother, and she watched me, 
And vore herseif to sickness for my sake. 
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Sfae was so veiy pale, this IMe band 
Wears not more perfect ivory üiaii her cheek ; 
The veins ran coloorless as those in nnrble^ 
Tet I have heafd my nurae say, inher youth 
The fint rose sammer offers to the sim 
Had not a fresher laxory of herith. 
There was a languor in her large dark eyes, 
Born of long suffering ; yet at times a smile 
Lighted them when she kN^kfid on me. Your 

Yoice, 
And 'tw«s your volicetfaat mademe love youfirat, 
Has the same tone as hers had — soft and low^^ 
So very musical, ^t wäre the sense 
Inaudible, the ear would yet have dwek 
Only upon the sounds. 

lANTHB. 

Oh, how I should 
Have loved your mother i 

Thorifirst urief Ifek 
Was when her voice igrew feeble, and> h^r cheek 
Bumt.wilhiaF feverisb hecUc^ «ßd her band, 
Though.ftpe) U:0adi»led.jininine,48 if -iwitjbi aM> 
Then firstil heard of wrongs^ef iovebetrayeid} 
(How can love be forgotten !) of the vows 
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rriiat win, then break a woi^an's heart I She wept 
In tdling of the weakness which bad given 
Her fair fame and her happiness away . ^ 

T^o oBe who could desert her. Then sfae left 
(Her sole compaDion her old nurse) — the halls 
Of her proud father. In the peasant's dress, 
A.iid peasaBt's home^ none knew the high-bom 
Blanche I 

MANFRED (ASIDE.) 

Blanche d'Arzaline, the flattered and the lovely, 
Wretched !— while I— 

GUIDO. 

She died. I never knew my father's name ; 
I should have loathed the kindness which could 

leave 
My mother desolate. And now, sweet Iantrb ! 
You know me without förtune, without name^ 
Are you mine still ? 

lANTHE. 

Guido, I swear to tbee 
By the blue heaven, the moon, the flowers, the 

skiesy 
By thy dear seif, by love, I will be thine, 
Most tenderly, most truly ! 
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GUIDO. 

Then to-morrow, 
When our own star looki on the pale twäight, 
Fll meet thee here. 

COUNT MANFRED (dISCOVERINO HiMSELr.) 

No, noy the cannot be your biide,— her band 
Is promised, I will give you riches — land — 
You shall be to me as a son $ but swear 
You wUl renounce her ! 

OU|D0. 

I would die for her,— - 
For you, her father^ — any thiog but leave her ! 

MANFRED. 

Tlus is bat vain romance. A soldieFs swcNrd, 

The music of the trumpet, soon will drive 

Love from your heart. We'fl meet again to^ 

morrow, 
And I will be your friend. Ianthe, come. 

lANTHE. 

Guido ! Oh my dear father ! 

GUIDO. 

You cannot leave me ! By the niany vowt 
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YouT Ups have uttered and your eyes confinned, 

By all my love, by all the misery 

That would live in your falsefaood^ oh be true ! 

MANFKKD« 

My cone is on your love ! — 

GUIDO. 

Oh, my Iantrs, I live but in you. 
And I will win thee, through each obstacle 
By ^ranny of forUine raised, my owd, 
Mybestheart'streasure 1 ISmiichet ker hand. 

MANPEVD. 

Wild Ibol ! she is your sister f 



SONGS. 

The dream on the pillow 

That fliU with the day, 
The leaf of the willow 

A breath wears away ; 

The dost on the blossom, 

The spray on the sea : 
Aye — ask tbine own bosom«— 

Are emblems of thee. 

When I trust the dark waters, 

And tempests are near, 
List the blue sea's false danghters, 

And think not on fear — 

Oh then 111 believe thee 

As once I believed, 
Nor dread thoult deceive me 

As thou hast deceiYed. 

When the rose blooms at christmas 
111 trust thee again. 
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Cr the snow falls in summer^- 
But never tiU then ! 



What was our parting ? — one wild kiss, 

How wild I may not say, 
One long and breathless clasp, and then 

As lifo were past away. 

We parted,— I to weep o'6r all 
My young heart's great excess 

Of passion, you to dream your love 
Into foi^etfulness. 

What has cur absence been ? a long 

And dreary while to m^ ; 
And must I feel— I dare not ask 

What it has been to thee ? 

How shall we meet on either side, 
With heart so light as thine ? 

On yours it may be fond again, 
It will be cold on nune ! 
u 



THE CRÜSADER. 



Hk 18 come from the land of the sword and shiine, 

From the scunted battles of Palestine ; 

The snow plumes wave o'er his victor crest ; 

Like a glory the red cross hangs at his breast ; 

His courser is black as black can be, 

Save the brow-star white as the foam of the sea, 

And he wears a scarf of 1[)roidery rare, 

The last love-gifit of his lady fair : 

It bore for device a cross and a dove. 

And the words, ^^ I am vowed to my God and 

my love !" 
Hecomes not back the sarae that be went^ 
For his sword has been tried, and his strength 

has been spent ; 
His golden hair has a deeper brown, 
And his brow has caught a darker frown, 
And his lip hath lost its boyish red. 
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A.nd tbe shade of the south o'er his cheek is 

spread ; 
"But stately bis step, and bis beaiiiig bigb, 
Ajad wild the light of his fiery eye ; 
And proud in the lists were the maiden bright 
Who might claim the Knight of tbe Gross for her 

knight. 
But he rides for the home he bas pined to see^ 
In the courty in the camp^ in captivity. 

He reached the casde, — the gate was thrown 
Open and wide, but he stood there alone ; 
He entered tbe döor, — his own step was all 
That echoed within the deserted hall ; 
He stood on tbe roof of the ancient tower. 
And for banner there waved one pale wall- 

flower ; 
And for sound of the trumpet and sound of tbe 

born, 
Came the scream of the owl on tbe night wind 

borne ; 
And the turrets were falling, tbe vassals were 

flown, 
Aid the bat rul'd the halls he had thougfat his 
own. 
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His heart throbbed high : oh, never agaiit 
Might he soothe with sweet tboughts his s^irits' 

paiD 1 
He never might think on his boyish yem 
Till his eyes grew dim with those sweet warm 

tears 
y/^hich Hope and Memory shed when they meet. 
The grave of hb kindred was at his feet : 
He stood alone, the last of his race, 
With the coldy wide world for his dweüing- 

place. 
The home of his fathers gone to decay, — 
All but their memory was passed away ; 
No one to welcome, no one to share, 
The laurel he no more was proud to wear : 
He came'in the pride of his war success 
Bat to weep over very desolateness. 
They pointed bim to a barren piain 
Where his father, bis brotbers, his kinsmen, were 

slaia ; 
They showed bim the lowly grave, where slept 
The maiden wbose scarf he so truly had kept ; . 
But they could not show bim one living tbing 
To wbich bis witbered heart could cliog. . . « 
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Amid the waniore of Palestine 
Is ooe^ the first in the battle-line ; 
It IS not for glory he seeks the field, 
For a blasted tree is upon his shield, 
And the motte he bears b, ^' I fight for a grave :" 
He found it — that wairior has died with the 
brave I 



ü2 



SONG. 



Fll meet thee at the midnight hour, 
Wben their light the stan are weeping 

O'er tfae roses of our bower^ 
In their pleasant odours sleeping. 

Like a spirit I will glide, 

Softly thy dear bosom seeking, 

Till the eastern clouds are dyed 
With the light of morning breaking. 

Thou shalt bid thy fair hands rove 
O'er thy soft lute's silver slumbersi 

Waking sounds of song and love 
In their sweet Italian numbers. 

Then 111 make for thy dark hair 

A coronal of moonlit roses, 
Every rose-blush but less fahr 

Than that which on thy cheek repoies ; 
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Or withthy heart so near to mine 
That I feel its every motion. 

Many wild tales shall be thioe 
Of the wonders of tfae ocean. 

But when morning comes I fly, 
Like the stan^ away from heaven, 

Farewell plighted with one sigh, 
One kissy half Stolen, half given. 



6y those eyes of dark beauty, 
The spell of that sigh ; 

6y the blush that now burns 
Though thou art not nigh ; 

I would love thee as truly 

As woman can love, 
More dear that the light 

From yon sky above ;— 

But I know that thy vows 
Are tbo light to be tnie : 

They are sweet as spring flowers, 
And as perishing too ! 



APOLOOUE: 

THE TBOVCHIT BVeeESTED BT A 8PA1II8H SATING^ 
« AIS— FIRE—WATER-SHABIE.'* 

WATSR. 

SsEK for me in the Arab maid's bower, 

Where the fountaiii plays over the Jasmine flower » 

Seek for me in the Fight cascade 

The minstrel lists in the greenwood shade ; 

Seek me at mom 'mid the violet's dyes ; 

Seek me where rainbows paint April akies ; 

In the blue rush of rivers, the depths of tiie 

sea^ 
If we should sever, there seek for me. 

FIRE. 

Seek for me where the war-shots meet, 
Where the soldier's cloak is his winding-sheet ; 
Seek for me where the laya wave 
Bursts from Etna's secret cave ; 
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Seek for me where Christinas mirtli 
Srightens the circle of love round your heartfa ; 
'Where meteor flames glance, wheie the stars are 
bright ; 

IVhere the beacon fiashes at the dead midnight ; 

Where the lightning scathes the tall oak-tree ; 

If we should sever, there seek for me. 

AIR* 

Seek for me where the Spanish maid 
Hearkens at eve to the serenade ; 
Seek for me where the clouds are dark^ 
Where the billows foam round the sinking bark ; 
Where the aspen-leaf floats bn the summer's gale, 
Where the rose bends low at the nightingale's tale ; 
Where the wind-harp wakens in melody, 
If we should sever, there seek for me. 

Seek not me, if we should sever : 
Parted once, we part for eyer. 



LOVE. 



Shk prest her sligfat huid to her brow, or pain 

Or bitter thoughts were passing there. The room 

Had no light but that from the fireside, 

Which showed^tJieD hid her face. Howverypale 

It lookedy when over it the glimmer sbone ! 

Is not the rose ooapitnion of the spring ? 

Tbea «wherefore has the red4eaved flower for- 
gotten 

Her cheek ? The tears stood in her large dark 

eyes — 
Her beautiful dark eyes — like hyacinth stars, 
When shines their shadowy glory thro' the dew 
That Summer nights have wept : — ^she feit them 

not. 
Her heart was far a way ! Her fragile form, 
Like the young willow when for the first time 
The wind sweeps o'er it nidely^ had not lost 
Its own peculiar grace ; but it was bowed 
By sickness, or by worse than sickness — sorrowf 
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And this is love ! Oh ! why should woman love • 
Wasting her dearest feelings^ tili healtb, hope, 
Happiness, are but things of which henceforth 
She 11 onty know the name } Her heart is seared : 
A sweet light has been thrown upon its life^ 
To make its darkness the more terrible. 
And this is Love ! 



THE WARRIOR. 



A SKETCH. 



Trb warrior went forth in the moming light, — 
Waved like a meteor bis plume of white, 
Scarce might his gaunüeted hand restrain 
The steed that snorted beneath the rein ; 
Yet curbed he its pride, for upon him there 
Gazed the dark eye of his ladye fair. 
She stood on the tower to watch him ride,«-« 
The maiden whose hand on his bosom had tied 
The scarf she had wbrked ; — ^she saw him depart 
With a tearless eye^ though a beating heart ; 
Biit when the knight of her love was gooe, 
She wellt to her bower to weep alone. 
The warrior past,-*but first he took 
At the castle-wall one parting look, 
And thought of the evening when he should bring 
His ladye his batde offering ; 
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Then like a thought he dashed o'er die plaiii, 
And with banner and brand came bis vaasal 

train. 
It was a thriUing soiind to hear 
The bugle's welcome of warlike cheer ; 
It was a thriUing sight to see 
The ranks of that gallant Company : 
Many were there stately and tall, 
Bat Edith's knight was tfae first of alL— * 
The day is past, and the moonbeams weep 
O'er tfae many that rest in their last cold sleep ; 
Near to the gashed and the nerveless band 
Is the pointless spear and the broken brand ; 
The archer lies like an arrow spent, 
His shafts all loose and bis bow unbent ; 
Many a white plome tom and red, 
Bright curls rent from the graceful head, 
Heimet and breast-plate scatlered aroond, 
Lie a fearful show on the well-fought ground $ 
While the crow and the nvea flock over head 
To feed on the hearts of the helpless dead, 
Save when scared by the glaring eye 
Of some wretch in bis last death-agony. 
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Ligirted ap is ttutt castle^wall, 
And tvcnty harpen wait in the hall ; 
On the board is manüing the purple wine. 
And wreaths of white llowen the nuddeBs 

twine; 
For distant and faint b heard the swcil 
Of bugles and voicea from yxjoAar dell^ — 
The Victors are coasing : and bj die tower 
Had Edith watched tor the midBight hoov* 

Oh^ that lone sickness of the heart^ 
Which bids the wearf monenti depact, 
Yet dreaiislheir departing \ the cco» ske held 

fast, 
And kissed off the tears — ^they are cone ait last f 
But has not the bogie a pbüning^ wail^ 
As the notes ci ik sadness coine an the gale ; 
Why comes theve so shoot of ifa Tietora' pn<^ 
As red iirom the battle diey liaHevaiMa ride ? 
Yet Mgh oW theit>aiika is tbehr wlnte baäner 

bome^ 
While beneath droqpa the foeinan% htoodoüained 

and tom, c ., . 

Said not that young warrior thus it should be, 
When he talked to bis Edith of victory ? 



^ 
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Yety maiden, weep o'er tfay loneliness. 

Is not yon dark horse riderless ? 

She flew to tfae gate, — she stood there alone, — 

Where was he who to meet her had flown ? 

Ttie dirge grew piain as the troop came near,^ 

They bear the young chieAsin cold on his hier I 



WHEN SHOULD LOVERS BREATHE 
THEIR VOWS ? 



Wrbn should lovers breathe their vows ? 

When should ladies hear them ? 
When the dew is on the boughs; 

When none eise are near them ; 
When the moon shines cold and pale, 

When the b^ds are sleeping, 
When no voice is on the gale, 

When the rose is weepmg ; 
When the stars are bright on hi^^h, 

Like hopes in young love's dreaming, 
And glancing round the light clouds fly, 

Like soft fears to shade their beaming. 
The fairest smiles are those that live 

On the brow by starlight wreathing ; 
And the lips their riebest incense give 

Wh«D the sigh is at midnight breathing. 
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Ohy softest is the cheek'slove ray 

When seen by moonlight hours, 
Other roses seek the day, 

Bat bbishes ar^ nigfat-Qpwers.. . 
Oh, when the moon and stars are bright, 

When the dew-drops glisten, 
Then theur vows should loven pligbt, 

Tben should ladies listen ! 



w* 



THE SOLDIER's GRATE. | 



Thbes's a white Btone placed upon yonder tomtf, 

Beneath is a soldier lying : 
Tbe death-wound came amid sword and plume, 

When baiiner and ball were flyiog. 

Yet now he sleeps^ the turf oaiiis breast, 

By wet wild flowers surrounded ; 
The church shadow falls o'er bis place of rest, 

Where the steps of bis childhood bounded. 

There were tears that feil frora manly eyes, 
There was woman's gentler weeping. 

And the wailing of age and infant crieS| 
O'er the grave where he lies sleeping. 

He had left his home in bis spürit's pride, 
With his father's sword and blessing ; 

He stood with the valiant side by side, 
His country's wrongs redressing. 
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He came agaio, in the light of his fame, 

When the red campaign was over : 
One heartthat in secret had kept his naoie, 
j^j; Was daimed by the soldier lover. 

But the cloud of strife came upon the sky ; 
:jr He leh hm sweet faome for battle ; 

And his young child's lisp for die loud war-cry. 
And the canaon's long death-ratde. 

He came again, — but an altered man : 
The path of the grave was before him. 

And the smile that he wor^ was cold and wan^ 
For the shadow of death hung o'er him. 

He spoke of victory,— spoke of cheer :— 
These are words that are vainly spoken 

To the childlesB mother, or orphan's ear| 
Or the widow whose heart is broken. 

A helmet and sword are engraved on the stone, 

Half hidden by yonder willow ; 
There he sleeps^ whose death in batde was won, 

But who died on his own home-pillow ! 



SONG OF THE HUNTER'S BRIDE. 



Anothir day-- anothcr day, 

And yet he comeai not nigh ! 
I look amld the dim blae hilb, 

Tet nothing meets mine eye. 

I hear the nnh of mountaiiMtlreania 

Upon the ecfaoes boroe ; 
I hear the singing of the birda, 

But not my hunter's hörn. 

The eagle sails in darkne» pasti 
The watehfid chaanoia bounda ) 

Bat what I look for comes not near^-^ 
My Ulbic's hawk and hounds. 

Three times I thtta hay^ watched thb AlOir 

Grow crimton with the stain 
The settiog sun threw o'er the roek| 

And I have watched in vain. 
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I love to see the graceful bow 

Across bis shoulder^uog,— 
I love to see the golden hörn 

Beside his baldric hang. 

I love his dark houndt, and I love 

His falcon's sweeping fligbt $ 
I love to see his manly cheek 

With mountain-colours bright. 

I've wiutedpatiently, but now 
Would tbat the chase were o'er ; 

Well may he löve the bunteres toil, 
But he should love me niore. 

Why stays he thus ? — he would be here 

If his love equalled mine ; — 
Methinks had I one fond caged dove, 

I would not let it pine. 

But, hark ! what are those ringing steps 

Tbat up the valley come ? 
I see his bounds,-— I see himself^— 

My UxiBiC, welcome home ! 



DIFFERENt THölTGHTS j 

■UG6BSTBD BT ▲ FICTUBB Ol S. S. VBWTOBT, RBPBBSBSTnr» 
▲ eiBX. fiOOXZ*« A*t iUSB, tOTKB,*B PICTUBB. 

Whieh is th* tnMrt rsaABf of ^ iMik ? 

Just one look before I sleep^ 
Just one partiBg ^ixb^^ to lump 
On my hearl aiMl on tri j brtin 
Every lioe and featurd i^ain. 
In sweet hopes tbat they »ay be 
Present in those dreams to me, 
Which the gende aigkt-faoar bring» 
Ever on her starry iviags. 
I have heard tlie deep toUed chkne 
Of the moonlight inesper time — 
Scarcely seems one hour-glass run, 
Since beneath the settiog smi 
Hill and vale were i«d^ and I 
And O14AVB looked apiHi the sky, 
And Said, or ere the grapes^ which now 
Shone green genis in the sunset glow, 



/; 



IVf^ht darken, thst wb two shoiild be 

Lmked.in genüest mitj ; 

And.the aoft twiiigbt came OBt 

£re Qur plMMant words were dcme ; 

Stars were glancing overhead 

When out faiit ^ Qood night 1^' waa «ud : 

SiDce^ Pve ist and watcbad this brow 

(Not so bcauüliil 9^ üioiiy 

Yet thy shadow) in tbe light 

Of the fair moon. Now, good night ! 

By the däwD>biash I mnst waki», 

Ol AVE, H bot lor thy teka : 

We havefloweis'ta 'plant and call, — 

Our hoaM mut be bcanif wi ; 

Waking, I must dream no more, 

Night hasloveüer draamahi störe» 

Picture dearvtee^saeUto tbee, 

Be thine ipage lefit: with aie f 



Yns, efvery Haeamentof ifaine 

FuU well dtt paioler'a ikiD bath giran ; 
That forehead the pfoad.apiril'a sl» in^ * 

The lightning of that eye'« dark beaven. 



352 NBWTON^S PICTDIIE« 

Yes, here at least thoa artthe same 
As once thou wert in years departed, 

Wher truth and love shone o'er thy name, 
Or ere I knew thee cold, false hearted ! 

How many a dark and bitter thought 
These pictured features now awaken f 

There is no balm by memoiy brougbt^ 
To hopes betrayedy to hearts forsaken« 

Those whose life^s Summer-path has been . 

A fairy round of light and pleasure, 
May well recall each vanished scene — . 

To them remembrance is a treasore ; 

But those whose year is only known 
The douds, the coldness of December, 

Why should they pause on moments gone ? 
rris searing wounds when they rememben 

Dreai was the hour of youth to me, 

M\' hopes were stars that feil when lightest ; 
But one sweet dream still düng to Thee, 

My first, my best^ my kst, my brightest I 
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W<|Hld I eoiild live that time ag^i», 
Whea life was but a void without tbee J 

To rae 'twere worth an age of pain 
To feel opce more I did not doubt tbee. 

But, Uke this pictiu«-&aine, &y heait 

Is but a gilded toy, coiH^eaUag 
A darker and a meaner pait, 

Bngbt colQurcd, but c«kld and luifeelifig ! 

Farewel) t& 3ovb fonever fiaat, 

FareweU to tbe dear hope$ that leave me ! 
l'd almost, could that bäd them last, 

Wish that tho^ iCoiibkt .^gain deoeure jne ! 



»•••■*♦*•»■ 



I must turn from this idol : I am kneeling 
With -vonrs and homage only made for beaven. 
I must turn from this idol. I h^ve been 
Like to a ehild who plays iwith'poisoned arrows, 
And then is wounded by them. I havo yielded, 
FooUshly, fondly yieUed, to the love 
Which is a curse and sickness to tnvßfnow, 
^ am as one .who akeps beneath tbe.paver 

X 
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Of some wild dream ; hopes, fears, and bomiiig 

throbs 
Of Strange delight, dizzy anxieties. 
And looks and words dwelt upon overmuch, 
FiU up my feverish circle of existence. 
My spirit wanders wildly : all in vain ! 
I would bring order to my troubled thoughts ; 
Like autumn leaves scattered by driving gales^ 
They wander round. Once my heart's sleep 

was calm 
As a young bird's beneath its parent wing ; 
Thal quiet is no more ! for Love hath breathed 
Upon my heart, and with him came a train 
Of visionary things : — impatient hope, 
Sickening of its own vanity ; and more 
Than all, concealment preys upon me ; life 
But animate with emotion, which must yet 
£e hidden fire. Oh, I must, I must 
Tum from this idol ! Our love is forbidden — 
You are above me, and in loving you 
Oh God ! I dare not think to what that leads : 
I dare not think on all f have been told 
Of all man's cruelty to woman — how 
He will soothe, flatter, vow, tili he has won, 
And then repay her confidence with ruin, 
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LeaviDg her trusting heart a desolate place, 
Herself an outcast with an unwept grave, 
Perhaps unhallowed too — her last lone refuge«. 
I've more than loved, — oh I have worshipped you : 
I have thought, spoken, dreamt of you alone, 
And deep has been my misery ! my cheek 
Has bumt even to pain when you were named ; 
I have sat hours thinking o'er your last words, 
Have sought my couch for solitude, not sleep, 
And wept, I only know how bitterly. 
I have no joy in pleasure : all I took 
A pride in, once, has lost its intetest now ; 
The days I see you not, to me are blanks. 
And yet I sbrink from meeting you ! I have 
Insulted heaven with prayers (prayers not to love 

you,) 
And then have trembled lest they should be heard. 
I must forget all this : the yeins that throb 
In agony will surely leam from time 
A calm and quiet pulse ; yet I will own, 
Though woman's weakness is in the confession, 
I never could have nerved my soul to this, 
But that I know you wavering and weak, 
Passionate« but unsteady ; born to win 
Hearts, but not keep thero. Teil me not you love 
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Intensely, Irhölly, weil, as 1 have done. 
But ob, fareWell, farewell ! I ghre thy portrait 
Tothe red flames, — H isa sacrifice 
Ott which 1 swear forgetfalness f 



SONG. 



Thb fing you gave, the kiss you gave, 

The curl of raven hair, 
Pledges of truth and gifts of love, 

Where are they now ? — oh where ? 

The ring is broken — and by whom ? 

The kiss has been profaned ; 
And many, many bitter tears 

That shining curl has stained i«-^ 

Yes, each and all are whoUy changed, — 
More changed they could not be ; 

But the worst change is that which time, 
False one 1 has wrought in tliee. 



LEANDER AND HERO. 



It is a tak that many songs have told. 

And old, if tale of love can e'er be old ; 

Yet dear to me ttris liDgering o'er the fate 

Of two so young, so true, so passionate ! 

And thouy the idol of my harp, the Soul 

Of poetry, to me my hope, my whole 

Happiness of existence, there will be 

Some gentlest tones that I have caught from thee ! 

Will not each heart-pulse vibrate, as I teil 

Of faith even mito death unchangeable ! 

Leander and his Hero ! tfaey should be, 

When youthful lovers talk of constancy^ 

Invoked. Oh, for one breath of softest song^ 

Such as on summer evenings floats along, 

To murmur low their history ! every word 

That whispers of them, should be like those 

heard 

x2 
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At moonlight casements, when th' awakened 

maid 
Sighs her soft answer to the serenade. . . . 

She stood beside the altar, like the Queen, 
The bright-eyed Queen that she was worsbippiug. 
Her hair was bound with roses, which did ßing 

A perfume round, for she that morn had beeo 
To gather roses, that were clustering now 
Amid the sbadowy curls upon her brow. 
One of the loveliest daughters of that land, 
Divinest Greece ! that taught the painter's hand 

To give etemity to loveliness ; 
One of those dark-eyed maids, to whom belong 
The glory and the beauty of each Song 

Thy poets breathed, for it was theirs to blett 
With life the pencil and the lyre's dreams^ 
Giving reality to visioned gleams 
Of bright divinities. Amid the crowd 
That in the presence of young Bmho bowcd^ 
Was one who kneh with foad idolätry, 
As if in homage to some deity, 
Gazing upon her as eac^h gaze he took 
Must be the very last-^that intense look 
That none but lovers giv«, when they w^d 
trace 
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On their heart's tablets some ad<H*e(l face. 
The mdiant Priestess from the temple past : 
^et there LbandIsr staid to catch the last 
Wave of her fragrant hair, the last low fall 
Of her white feet, so light and musical ; 

And then he Wandered silent to a grove^ 
To feed upon the füll heart's ecstasy. 
The moon was sailing o'er the deep blue sky, 

£ach moment shedding fuller light above, 
As the pale crimson from the west departs. 
Ah, this is just the hour for passionate heart» 
To linger over dreams of happioess. 
All of young love's delicious loveliness ! 

The cypfess waved upon the erening air 
Like the long tretses of a beauty's halr ; 
And close beside was laurel ; and the pale 
Snow blossoras of the myrtle tree, so frail 
And delicate, like woman ; 'Ifiid the shade 
Rose the white pillars of the colonade 
Around the marble temple, where the Qn^n 
Of love was worsfalpped, and there Was Seen, 
Where the groire ended, the so glorious sea 
Now in its azure sleep's tranquillity. 
He sow ii white veil wave,— his heart beat high i 
He faeard a Voice, tind theo a low-toned äigh. 
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Gently he stole amid the shading trees — 

It is bis love — his Hero that he sees ! 

Her haod lay motionkss upon the lute, 

Which thrilled beneath the touch, her lip was 

mute, 
Only her eyes were speaking ; dew and light 
There blended like the hyacinth, wben night 
Has wept upon its bosom ; she did seem 
As consciousness were lostinsome sweet dream — 
That dream was love ! Blushes were on her 

cheeky 
And what, save love, do blushes ever speak ? 
Her Ups were parted, as one moment more 
And then the heart would yield its hidden störe. 
'Twas so at length her thougltt found utterance : 
Light, feeling, flashed from her awakened glance — 
She paused — then gazed on one pale star above, 
Poured to her lute the buming words of love ! 
Leander heard his name ! How more than sweet 
That moment, as he knelt at Hero's feet, 
Breathing his passion in each thrilling word, 
Only by lovers said, by lovers heard. 

That night they parted — but they met again ;^ 
The blue sea roUed between them— but in vain f 
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Lbander had no fear — be cleft tbe wav^^* 
What is the peril fond hearts will not brave ! 
Delicious were their moonligbt wanderings(. 
Delicious were tbe kind and gentle tbings 
£acb to tbe otber breatbed ; a starry sky, 
Music and flowers, — tbis is love's luxury : 
The measure of its bappiness is füll 
When all aroand like it is beautiful. 
There were sweet birds to count tbe bours^ and 

roses, 
Like tbose wbicb on a blusbing cbeek reposes ; 
Yiolets fresb as violets could be ; 
Stars overbead, witb eacb a bistory 
Of love told by its ligbt ; and waving trees, 
And perfumed breatbings upon every breeze : 
Tbese were beside tbem wben tbey met. And 

day, 
Tbougb eacb was from tbe otber far away, 
Had still its pleasant memories ; tbey migbt 
Think wbat tbey bad forgotten tbe last nigbt^ 
And make tbe tender tbing tbey bad to say 
More wann and welcome from its sbort delay. 
And tben tbeir love was secret, — ob, it is 
Most exquisite to have a fount of bliss 
Sacred to us alone, no otber eye 
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Conscioiis of our enchanted mysteiy, 

Ourselves the sole possessors of a speli 

Giving US happiness unutterable ! 

I would compare this secresy and shade 

To that fair Island, whither Love conveyed 

His Psyche, where she lived remote from all : 

Life one long, lone, and lovely festival ; 

But when the charm, concealment's charm, was 

known, 
Oh then good by to love, for love was flown l 
Love's wings are all too delicate to bear 
The open gaze, the common sun and air, 

There have been roses round my lute ; but now 
I must forsake them for the cypress bough. 
Now is my tale of tears : — One night the sky, 
As if with passion darkened angrily, 
And gusts of wind swept o'er the troubled main 
Like hasty threats, and then were calm again : 
That night young Hero by her beacon kept 
Her silent watch, and blamed the night and wept, 
And scarcely dared to look upon the sky : 
Yet lulling still her fond anxiety — 
With, '^ Surely in such a storm he cannot brave, 
If but for my sake only, wind and wave," - - -< 
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At lengtfa Aurora led young Day and blushed. 
In her sweet presence sea and sky were hushed ; 
What is there beauty cannot charm ? her power 
Is feit alike, in storm and sunshine hour : 
And light and soft the breeze which waved the 

veil 
Of Hero as she wandered, lone and pale. 
Hei heart sick with its terror, and her eye 
Roving in tearful dim uncertainty. 
Not long uncertain, — ^she marked something glide, 
Shadowy and indistinct, upon the tide — 
On nished she in that desperate energy, 
Which only has to know, and, knowing, di( 
It was Leander I 



t 



THE GIPSY'S PROPHECY. ^ 



** A tnrlNUi girds her brow, white at theMa-foam, 
Wbence, all untrammelleti, her dwrk ibin hair 
BtrewDS fitfiilly opon her storm-beat front } 
Her eye at rettf pale Pfe in iu l^lnelt orb 
Innocuoas 8leeps->but, roused, Jo7e*s thauder-cloud 
Enkiadles not so fiercely.*— Duke of MoMhuu 

«ThiswastbeSybn.» 



Ladye, throw back tby raven bsky 
Lay thy white brow in the moonlight bare, 
I will look on the stars, and look on thee, 
And read the page of thy destiny. 

Little thanks shall I have for my tale, — 

Even in youth thy cheek will be pale ; 

By thy side is a red rose tree, — 

One lone rose droops wither^, so thou wilt be. 

Round thy neck is a ruby chain, 
One of the rubies is broken in twain ; 
Throw on the ground each shattered part, 
Broken and lost, they will be like thy heart. 
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Mark yon star,— it shone at thy birth ; 
Look again, — it has fallen to earth, 
Its glory has pass'd like a thought away, — 
So^ or yet sooner, wilt thou decay. 

Over yon fountain's silver fall 
Is a moonlight rainbow's coronal ; 
Its hues of light wi^ mek in tears, — 
Well may they image thy future years. 

I may not read in thy hasel eyes, 

For the long dark lash that over them lies ; 

So in my art I can but see 

One shadow of night on thy destiny. 

I can give thee but dark reveafings 
Of passionate hopes and wasted feelings, 
Of love that passed like the lava wave^ 
Of a broken faeart and an early grave l 



THE PARTING CHARGE. 



I 8BB the white sails of thy ship, 

The blue depths of the sea ; 
I hear the wind sweep o'er the wave 

That bears thee^ love, from me. 
Thy flag shines in the criinaoD suo, 

Now setting in the brine : 
That sun will set to-morrow there, 

But light no sail of thine I 
Yet, with to-morrow's evening star, 

Again 111 seek this spot ; 
'Twas here I gave my parting chaige, 

My last— ^ FoBOKT ms Not !'' 
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Around my neck there is a bacd, 

'Tb made of thy dark hair ! 
Ito links gaard my heart's dearest prize, 

A broken ring they bear. 
A like pie^e hangs upon thy breast^ 

The last sweet gift love gave, 
We broke that ring, we twined that hair ; 

Upon a maiden's grave, 
A girl who died of broken vows — 

(How can love be forgot ?) 
A fitting shrine for faithful hearts 

To sigh — " FoROBT ME Not !'' 

How can I bear to think on all 

The dangers thou must brave ? 
My fears will deem each gale a storm, 

While thoa art on the wave. 
How my youngheart will cling to all 

That breathes of thine or thee ! 
How I will plant thy favourite flowers, 

And nmrse thy favourite tree ! 
And thou ! oh thou ! be shade or slune, 

Or storm or calm thy lot, 
Bear on thy heart our parting words— 

Our fond ^ Foroet he Not !" 
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Nay, pray theo, Mother, leC me gaxe 

UpoD that dütent sail ; 
What nMttfv» that my ejoiBÜBif 

Or that my cheek is pale ! 
And teil me not, in vain to w^p 

For him wbo is away ; 
That sighs nor tears will speed the fligfit 

Of but a sii^e day t 
It is not that l bope to brmg 

My Sailor to our cot, 
Bot who can saj and yet not weep— 

Farewell I—" Fokgbt me Not ?" 



THE FLOATING BEACON. 



Wht art thou thus, thou lonely bark, 

The last on the darkling sea ? 
Why are thy sails to the night wind spread. 

And why shines that light on thee ? 

Why art thou here, thou lonely hark, 
When the other ships are gone ? 

I deemed thee away, with those to-day ; 
But still thou art sailing alone. 

There came a voice from the lonely hark, 

Or mine own thoughts answered to me : 

Spread is my sail to the midnight gale. 

And my light shines lone on the sea ; 

y2 
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For my watch is by the shoal and the sand, 
Aod the rock that is hidden by night. 

And many a mariner kneels at home, 
And blesses the beacon light 

Is not my light like that holier light 
That heaven sheds over life's path, 

Thought not of, prized not in stillness and sbine, 
But welcomed in darkness and wrath ! 



FRAGMKXT- 

I LooKED upon the twiUght Mtj 
And young bl«ie ejes shone by my side, 

And, with a lover's fondness^ wisbed 
It were a home for my sweet bride ! 

Were my words sin, that I shoiild have 
To weep upoD my fatal prayer ? 

My seat is by Iantrs^s grave — 
That twiligfat Star Is shining th€re ! 



THE ORPHAN. 



Dcar Child, we now are left alone on earüi, 
The grave bas those wbo loved na— desolate 
Onr hmne of bappiness : tbe dear fire-side 
Eoaad which we clung ha« maaj a Tacant place — 
Death bas pasied over it. 



Thbre 18 no «nile to answer thine, 
No gende tip tby Kp to press ; 

There 19 no look of love, save mine, 
Tomeet thy lo«^ in tenderness. 

Bnttliov airt dearer Am bereift, 

Since all who loved thee so are gone ; 

D^fioer to me tfans lon^ left, 
Oh far m9r6 dear, thou orpfaan'd one ! 

I loTOd thee weil ni happier hour, 
Not then thus desolate onr eaitli,-— 

When thou wert as a favoarfte flower, 
The cherished blesaoin of oar hearth. 



378 sovo. 

Now thou and I alone remain, 
Aod thou art doubly dear to me ! 

A sweet link of the broken chain 
Whose last fond reUc rests with thee. 



SONG. 



Tbbn fare thee well, kive, for a little while ! 

Take this rose^ I have kissed it for thee ; 
Now I will not give thee one Single smile, 

If 'tis withered when brought back to me. 

The moon m now rising pale, pale in the east, 

Like a circle of silver dew ; 
And 88 she has looked on our parting kiss^ 

She must look on our noeeting one too. 



Wilt thou n«t, dearest, be back to mine 
Ere her xenith shines ydlow above ? 

Bethink thee that then I am watching her ooune, 
Andthat momentsare ages in love. 



FELLS. 



How sweet on the breeze of the evening swells 
The vesper call of those soothing bells^ 
Borne softly and dying in echoes away^ 
Like a requiem sung to the parting day. 
Waodered from roses tbe air is like balm, 
The wave like the sleep of an Infant is calm ; 
No oars are now plying in flashes to wake 
The blue repose of the tranquil lake ; 
And so sligbt afe the sighs of the slumbering 

gale, 
Scarce have they power to waft my slack saiT ; 
Fair honr, when the blush of the evening Hght, 
Like a beauty is veiled by the shadow of night, 
Wbeo the heart-beat is soft as the sun's farewell 

heams, 
When the spirit is roelting in tenderest dreams ; 
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A Wanderer, dear England, from thee and from 

tbine, 
Yet the hearths I have left are my bosom'a best 

shrine ; 
And dear are those bells, for most precioos 
Whatever can wake a remembrance 
They bring back tbe memory of long abaent 

times, 
Young hopes and young joys are revived in 

those chimes. 
To me they are sweet as the meadows in June, 
As the song which the nightingale pours to the 

moon. 
Like the voice of a fnend on my spirit they 

come, 
Whose greeting is love, and whose tale is of 

home. 
How blithely they're wont to ring in the new 

year, 
The gayest of sounds amid Christmas time cheer. 
How light was the welcome they gave the young 

May, 
When sunshine and flowers decked her festival 

day. 
How soft at the shade of the twilight that bell 
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KoUed faiDtly away o'er my favourite dell ; 
When the woodbine was fresb^ and the tremu- 

lous shade 
Of the aspen leaf over my path beneatb played ; 
IVhen his day of toil over, the hind turned away 
From the perfumed fields of the oewly mown 

hay; 
When no sound was heard, save the woodlark's 

wild song, 
And the peal of those bells borne in echoes 

along ; 
They were dear to me then, but now they are 

brought 
More home to my heait, for their music is fraught 
With all that to memory is hallowed and dear, 
With all those fond thoughts that but speak in a 

tear. 
Voiceless and hoty — that simple chime is, 
As a spell on the heart at a moment like this ; 
YeSj sweet are thoae bells, for most precious to 

me, 
Whatevtr leminds me,loved England, of thee i 



i 



THE EVE OF ST. JOHN. 



Theke is a flower, a magical flower, 
On which love hath laid a fairy power ; 
Gather it on the eve of St. JohB, 
When the clock of the vUlage is tolling one ; 
Let no look be turned, do word be said. 
And lay the rose-Ieaves under your head ; 
Your sleep will be light, and pleasant your resti 
For your visions will be of the youth you love 

best. 
Four days I had not my own love seen^ — 
Where, sighed I, can my wandener have been ? 
I thought I would gather the magical flower^ 
And see him at least in my sleepißg hour ! — 
St. John's Eve came : to the garden I flew, 
Where the white roses shone with the silver 

dew; 
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The oightuigale sai^g as I pßsse^ ^ong— 
I Started to hear eyes her «iv^eet «jPDg ; 
The sky was bijight with moon ao^ Star shioe^ 
And the wind was fsweet as a whisper of thine, 

Dear love ! for wfa^pse sake I stripped the tree* 

rose, 
And sofdy and silently stole to repose. 
No look I tumedy and no word I aaid. 
Bat laid the white roses linder my head. 
Oh, sweet was the dream that came to me then ( 
I dreamt of a lonely and lovely glen ; 
There was a clear and beautiful sky, 
Such as is seen in the blue July ; 
To the north was a forest of darkling pine ; 
To the south were hüls all green with the vine, 
Where the ruby Clusters sparkled like gems 
Seen upon princely diadems ; 
On the rocks were goats as white as snow, 
And the sheep-bell was heard in the Valley be- 

low ; 
And like a nest in the chesnut's shade, 
As just for love ^d contentment made, 
A litde cottage stood, and the tree 
Shadowed it over most gracefuUy ; 
A white rose grew up beside the door, 

2 
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The porch with the blttssoms was covered o'er ; 

Methought it was yours — ^you were Standing by : 

You welcomed me, and I feit your sigh 

Warm on my cheek, and our lips met^ — 

On mine the touch is thrilling yet ! 

But, alas ! I awakened, and all I can do 

Is to teil the sweet dream, my own Love, to you! 



APRIL. 



Of all the months that fiU the year 

Give ApriPs month to me^ 
For earth and sky are then so fiUed 

With sweet variety ! 

The apple blossoms' shower of pearl, ^ 

The peartree's rosier hue, 
As beautiful as woman's blush, 

As evanescent too. 
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The purple light, that like a sigh 

Comes from the violet hed, iO 
As there the perfumes of the East 

Had all their odours shed. 

The wild-briar rose, a fragraot cup 

To hold the mornmg's tear ; 
The bird's-eye, like a sapphire star, /b 

The primrose pale, like fear. 

The balls that hang like drifted snow 

UpoB the guelderose, 
The woodbine's fairy trumpets, where 

The elf his war-note blows. 1^" 

On every bough there is a bud, 

In every bud a flower ; 
But scarcely bud or flower will last 

Beyond the present hour. 

• » ■* ' 

Now comes a shower-cloud o'er the sky, ^ S 

Then all again sunshine ; 

Then clouds again, but brightened with 

Tiie rainbow's coloured line. 



; |. I could not loVe^ a i<*tife ^ 

A Where the blue sfey was BÜHnkfi Bl)fe^ 
The green eahh dwayi greeü. 

It 18 like loi^e ; oh lov6 ähoiiid B^ 

An ever-chaaigirig tKing^ — 
The love that 1 could wonsihip Dduüf \^ 

Be ever on the win^.' 

The chafn my itti^esii fings tbUnä lUe 
Must be both brief aftid br^^ ; 

Cr formcfd of oj^afer^ wHiefa #iU ehSAg« 
With every chOftgitig Mghn y ^ 

To-morrow she m^st tiim to 9%lis> 

The smiles she wore to-day ; 
This momt^n^si look of tendchiulss 

The next one mnst Bcf gig^. 



t 



Sweet April ! th^irtheemblem ar|i * 
Of what my lo'ie must be ;. >j 

One varyiag vlike the fsryio^ blo4hi| 
Is just the love for me; 



u' 



S 









FIRST LOVE. 



I 8H0ULD have prized thy heart, if none 
Had ever had that heart but nie^ — 

If I had been the only one, 

The first, the last beloved by thee ! 

Thy hope, thy memory, — the all 

Thy wish could pant for or recall ! 

But mine ! mine is a second claim^ 
Not incense from your earliest sighs ; 

How can I love or trust the flame 
First lighted at another's eyes ? 

The relics of anoiher's shrine 

Are worthless offerings at mine ! 

Can any love be like first love ? 

Sweets to the withered rose impart f 
Light to yon setting star above ? 

Then tell'-me I have aü your heart $ 
Till then, farewell, — ^I may not bear 
Not to possess, but only share. 
z3 



INCONSTÄNCT. 



Oh never throw thy love awa^y 

UpoD a beart like mine, 
The Tose's leaf^ the blue sea-spray^ 

Would be a safer shrine. 

The rose's leaf will fade when Uown^ 

The spray pass fram the sea ; 
But nekher«re «o quickly gooe 

As love that tnuts to jae. 

For e'en if love could touck my beart, 

Now free as ycMider wave^ 
It would a meteor fire depart, 

Its very birtfi its grev«. 

Chain winds that püM fNm IMmt Ib §omip 

And bid 4fieni tfetat to ime^ 
And then I if4l %elBB^ your poim^ 

Even to fix my leVe. 
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Oh not ihat look to me, my love^ 

Oh not that look to me ! 
Gold looks I may from others bear^ 

Bat never one from tbee ! 

I cannot bear that alter'd brow, 
That wandering smile of thine^ 

To see it fix on others' eyes, 
On any but on mine. 

I meet theo in the glittering crowd — 
We meet as strangers do ; 

The pang that rives my inmost souI 
Is all unmarked by yoo. 

Last night we met as now we meet^ 
A gorgeous throng were nigh^ — 
I heard you scoff at constant love| 
* Then stemly pass me by. 
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It 18 enoogb ! — I do resign 

My Claim od love and thee : 
I will forsake the hope that long ' 

Has fed OD memoiy. 

Then look not so, I will forget 
What ooce those food eyes said ; 

The dead will sood forget — and I 
Shall 80on be with the dead ! 
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